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PROLOGUE 

byJ.B.P. 

I WAS STAYING at Askrigg in WVnsleydale, whore I had gone 
to ramble and to do some painting. It was laic September, not 
a good time except in a lucky year, for cold dark rain was already 
driving down the dale. I had not been up there more than a 
couple of hours before I learnt that Richard Ilerncastle, the 
w'atercolour painter, was now living in Askrigg, in .a house made 
out of two farm cottages, above tlw village, just off the road to 
Reeth and Swaledale. He w'as not on the lelephom yet, but 
they told me at die pub I w'ould find him in- he was u iv almost 
crippled by arthritis—so after dinner I walked up there, lo find, 
much to my relief, two long low* windows shining through the 
rain and darkness. 

lleineastlc w'as no stranger or I would ha\e not dropped in 
on him so casually. In the later iq jos 1 had called on him 
t\\i< e in his studio at Giassington, and each rime 1 had bought 
-<\ei.il of his watercoloui s of the Dales. All aie good, and 
two of them, triumphant glimpses cif the limestone country in 
I pjiei Wharfedalc, exquisite in their luoadly waxiied toiu's. 
s<‘em to me masterpieces. Indeed, for this North-country l.md- 
s( ape, llcincastle at t’ s b st is at 1< ast the equal of any wuter- 
(olourist we luue h.ad since John Sill Cotman. I admired the 
woik and liked the man, so whatcvei the years might have done 
to him, I W’as looking foiaaio to meeting him ag.iin. On the 
A\ay up there I W'as trying to Avork out his age, and concluded 
that he must be in his eaiiy seventies. 

After a longish A\ait and some fumbling behind the door, if 
was ojK'ned by a man I AA'ould never l ove lecognist d as Hern- 
cattle it I had not knc>Avn he was there. He had been a rather 
handsome upstanding fellow even Avhen nearing his fifties; uoav 
he had shrunk, was bent, and had grown a beard. 

'Herncastle,' I said, ‘you remember me—Priestley?’ 

AVhy of course. Come in, come in.’ 
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While I was taking off my raincoat, I told him how I came 
to be in Askrigg and had heaid he was living in tliis house; 
then I follow ed him along a passage into a long, low-ceilinged 
room, filled with pictures, prints, books; and wc settled our¬ 
selves in front of a wood fiie. 

‘I’m here on my own just now,’ he said. ‘My wife’s staying 
in London with our manied daughter, and the woman who 
comes in to look after me goes home at five. And this damned 
aitliritis slows me down. Half the time I go fumbling aiound 
like a man of ninety.’ 

‘How about work?’ 

‘Off and on. Sometimes I know what I’m doing with a 
brush, somt.times 1 don’t. And then I’m haid to live woth— 
best left alone.’ He gave me a giin then, and I notued what 
I ought to have lemembcred about him, that he had e)ts of an 
unusually clear blue, not pale as such eves often aie, m the 
Noith Geiman and Scandin.ivian style, but at hast as eUtp as 
cerulean. It tiosstd mv mind tlun -and this is iinpc'it.uit 
because of what follows these iiitiodiutoiy k maik>—that in 
his south he must have b»ai umommoiilv good-looking. 

Duiing the next half hom eir so we ehank a little whisky, 
smok( el oui pijies, and in an t kit 1 1\ i unibhiig fa>hii)n e \( hanged 
news t)f what we were doing or trving to do. One thing pleased 
him. \ publisher I knew wa-> doing a book on his woik, with 
a dt)7en big eoloui platt s anti tliiit) to fen tv black-and-vshite 
iepi(»duttions, and some young man I tUd not know had iitailv 
finished a biogiaphital and eiitieal text foi it. But tins needed 
an ajipufiative lutioduetion, anti ahe^adv both Ihineastle 
and the publisher had dlseus^t J the possibility of asking me to 
do it. 

‘Xow I’ll admit it, J.B.,’ he said, shouting a bit, like a gexid 
Voikshiiiman, to tover his shyinss, ‘I've got you httc anti 
now I’m rushing you—eh^ Dirty woik.’ 

‘No, I’d be veiy' glad to do it. I've wanted a chanre to say 
what I hel about your woik. So that’s settled. By the way, 
have you been doing some writing yoiuself?’ I pointeel to the 
near end of a long woik-table. Theie wtic noteboo..s and a 




lot of odd sheds on it, and a tape recorder and quite a pile 
of spooh. 

He looked embarrassed, cleared his throat, then said nothing, 
so that I was about to change tlie subject when at last he did 
reply. 

‘You imagine I've aWays been a painter, don’t you?’ 

‘No, I don’t,’ I said slowly, trying to remember. ‘I have a 
vague idea that before the First War you were doing office 
work in the wool trade, just as I was. It must have been some¬ 
thing you said at Grassington.’ 

Now he grinned and pointed his pipestem at me. ‘I was for 
a bit. At the West Bruddersford Spinners. But after that, and 
before I joined up in the war, I was on the variety stage—’ 

‘Good God!- ’ 

‘I thought that’ud shake you. Well, I was. Toured all over. 
And that’s where the writing comes in. Have y^ou noticed the 
way the past comes ctirving back to you, as if you weren’t 
getting I'uilher and further away from it but coming nearer to 
snine ol'it.^* He stared anxiously at me. 

‘I ha\'e, though I’ve also noticed that it doesn’t seem to 
haj)pcn to everybody — ' 

‘ Ill,It’s light, that’s light. Oh—I'm glad to hear you say 
that. To tell you the truth, I was beginning to wonder if there 
weie .«iomc(liing peculiar about me. For instance, my wife 
do<*sn’t hel it. You’d hink a woman might, but she doesn’t. 
I'hc past is dead and done with—except for a few' romantic- 
sentinient.il bits---as f,ir as shi's concerned. She doesn’t sud¬ 
denly taste il the way I do. Well, I’ve talked so math, the last 
ye.ir or two, about that time when I was in \’ariety, she in¬ 
sisted I must gft it down in writing—or if I didn't feel I could 
wri(e, then I’d better <alk it into that t.^pe recorder. So that’s 
what I've been up to.’ 

‘And how’s it going.'’’ 

‘I’ve about giv'en it up. It’s a proper bloody mess. I’m 
living to do what I can’t do. Some of it comes out right, just 
as it happened—now and again I’ve surprised myself—but 
then I lose it again or botch it up.’ Slowly and rather shakily 
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he began to put some more wood on the fire, and took the 
opportunity of talking to me without looking at me. ‘If we’re 
in for a few wet days—and I fancy we arc—perhaps you wouldn’t 
mind, just to pass the time, reading what I’ve written and taking 
this recorder and these spools to listen to what I’ve talked into 
’em. Or is that asking too much?’ 

It wasn’t. And the dale was lost in the rain day after day. 
I listened to his recordings, aftervvards sending them to a 
stenographer; I read what he had written, including many 
pages of fragmentary notes, about which I closely questioned 
him, making my own notes; and we spent four afternoons and 
evenings filling the gaps in his narrative. I’he result is what 
follows in this book. It is Richard Hemcastle’s story, not mine. 
If there are passages here and there that sound more like me 
than like him, that is because in these places I had to enlarge 
upon what he had foimd hard to express at dll; but in every 
instance he agreed with what I had finally set down. (We 
corresponded at some length, of course, after I had left Askrigg.) 
Fortunately, our temperaments and outlooks arc not dissimilar, 
in spite of some obvious superficial differences. It was left to 
me to organise and translate this untidy mass of cxp<Ticncc, 
remembered .after half a century, into a fairly smooth auto- 
biographic.d nai rative. I admit that sonic of the waiting is not 
his but mine, whether it is bridging the original gaps or 
attrinjiting to capture eert.iin heightened moments; but, I must 
say again.it is not my story but his - being a first-person account 
of an earlv pdss<age in the life of Richard Herncastle, C.B.E., 
A.R.A., R.W.S., watercolour painti'r but onetime assistant 
to dll illusionist on the variety stage. 
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To EXPLAIN HOW my Uncle Nick asked me to join him, I have 
lo go back to my mother’s funeral. This was late in October, 
1913 . It was a raw day up at Noith Top cemetery, with not 
much light about; we looked like a lot of figures in an old wood 
engraving. It was a kind of Christmas gone mad, because so 
many of the other mourners were ancient relatives I never saiv 
except at Christmas, gieat-aunts with huge clicking sets of false 
teeth and accents so broad, with so many dialect words, they 
might have been talking a foreign language. I remember I felt 
nothing but the cold and a vague sense of depr< ssion. My 
riiother had died after foiu months in the Infirmar)'^, worn almost 
to a skeleton by the lancer that had been eating her alive, and 
after seeing her so often like that, only wanting to be released, 
1 had no feeling left for her death and burial. But I was not 
enjoying myself, as tin* ancient relatives soon began to do after 
the conin had vanished iiud the> had dried their eyes. My Aunt 
Mary, mother's only sister, was providing the ham and tongue 
and tea with a drop of rum in it; and I was wondering how’ 
soon I could escape fiom the rattle and chatter. Then I saw 
Uncle Nick, w'ho had hardly spoken a word and had been 
looking disgusted, get up and beckon me to follow him out. I 
muttered something to Aunt Mary, and then went after him. 

‘You don’t want to stay with that lot, do you, lad?’ He was 
climbing into the longest and ihickest overcoat I had ever seen. 

‘No, I don’t, UiK le Nick. I was wondering how to get away.’ 

‘Yon come with me. I want to talk to you any’how.’ He 
jammed on his head something rarely seen in the provinces in 
those davs—a black trilby, ‘We’ll run dow’n to the Great 
Noithcrn. I need a chink. And one wouldn’t do you any harm, 
lad.’ 

It was only the middle of the afternoon, but bars were open 
all day then. I liked the idea of sitting in the Great Northern 
having a drink with Uncle Nick, especially at that time of day 
when 1 ought to have been staring at a lodger in the West 
BruddersfbiSpinners’ office. I followed him eagerly into his 
motor-car, which ivas all new and shining and, he explained 
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proudly, had just been delivered to him from France. It was 
the third car he had owned, and he said he could drive it, even 
though it was new, as well as any chauffeur. On the way down 
to the Great Northern he was busy dodging the trams and the 
big horse-drawn drays, so he hardly spoke. But once inside the 
bar, leathery but cosy, and empty except for two wool men 
arguing about merinos and crossbreds and getting sozzled, he 
was a different man, easy and relaxed. 

The oldish waiter recognised him at once. ‘Mr Ollanton, 
isn’t it? Not on here this week, are you? No, I thought not.’ 

‘Manchester,’ said Uncle Nick. ‘And I won’t have to be 
too long starting to motor back there. So let’s have a bottle of 
Pol Roger rer in an ice bucket, sharp as you can.’ He turned to 
me. ‘Never drink anything except champagne. It’s not showing 
ofl'. I like champagne, and it likes me. If and when I can't 
afford champagne. I’ll drink nothing. Care for a cigar, lad?’ 

‘No, thanks, Uncle Nick. I’ll stick to my pipe, if you don't 
mind.’ 

I watched him cut and then light his cigar, w'hich he did 
slowly and carefully, with a sort of precision that was very 
characteristic of him, I realised. Not that I knew him very well, 
though he was my mother’s only brother. I hadn’t st‘Ai much 
of him before he went on the stage, chiefly because he and my 
father didn’t like each other; and then for the last ten years he 
had been touring in variety, rrot only in this courrtry but also in 
America and on the Continent, for his Indian Magician act, 
not depending on language, could be played anywhere. After 
my lather died, when 1 was fifteen, I had seen him several times 
as Ganga Dun, his stage rtame and suggested of course by 
Kipling’s CtiTiga Din, because whenever he was appearing in 
Leeds or Bradford he always sent mother and me passes for the 
stalls. These were nearly alway's for the first house, so that wdren 
we went round to see him he would be still in his Irrdian 
make-up, and I had hardly ever seen him without it. Now' I 
looked hard at him. 

He was tallish, thin, and very dark, with a hooked nose and 
a slight cast in his eyes that gave him a sinister look, which I 
think he cultivated. His real name was Albert Edward Ollan¬ 
ton, but he had been known as Nick long before he went on 
the stage; even my mother, who had clung to Albert Edward, 
had had to let go of tliem; and to me he had always been 
Uncle Nick. 
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When the waiter had poured out the champagne, Uncle Nick 
said to him, ‘Don’t go for a minute. Give you a free show. Got a 
ha’penny, one of you?’ I had, and produced it. ‘Right, lad, 
now mark it so you’ll know it again. That’ll do. Now give it 
to me.’ 

He put it in his right-hand coat pocket, and then, only a 
moment later, brought out a small metal box, which he placed 
carefully on the table between us. ‘Now watch.’ He opened 
the metal box and took out of it a matth-box, which had se\’eral 
clastic bands round it. W'hcn he had taken these oil, he opened 
the match-box and showed us a tiny silk bag, sealed by very 
small elastic bands. ‘Now you open that bag, lad.’ I did, and of 
com sc inside it was my ha’penny. 

‘That’s clever,’ cried the waiter. ‘My word, that is clever, 
Mr OJ Ian ton.’ 

‘I’ve dozens of* ’em,’ said Uncle Nick. ‘Only thiig that 
amuses me nowadays —miniature pocket tricks. But the show’s 
over—and I want to talk to this nephew of mine, so off you 
pop. We’ll t.ike a drink fust, though,’ he added, to me. 

I didn’t like the champagne, which seemed to me to have 
a mel.illic sort of taste and also stung the inside of my nose, but 
I pretended to be enjoying it and grinned across at Uncle 
Nick, who was now staring at me in his saturnine fashiorr. I 
don’t often come across stage people riowadays, and w'hen I do 
they look like anybody else; but in 1913 they seemed like spcci- 
nrens of an alien race. The men at least had a curious sallow- 
shiny look and their eye*; we^e dark-rimmed as if they couldn’t 
get rid of the black on their eyehishes; and this made my 
uncle all the more Nir kish and sinister. It would be too much to 
say he frightened me - after all, h*' was my uncle—but it w'as no 
joke being stared at by him across a table, and I couldn’t 
iirragine myself disagreeing sharply with anything he might say. 

‘Now, Richard lad, I w'ant to know how you stand—what 
you’re doing—what you’d like to be doing. Just tell me straight. 
No fancy work. And short as you can make it oecause I haven’t 
all that time.' 

‘I W'ant to be a painter. Uncle Nick—watercolours mostly. 
And if my father hadn’t died, I was going to the Art School. 
But as it happened—’ 

‘You’re a clerk in an office—’ 

‘Yes, they gave me a job because my father had been 
cashier there. I’m getting twenty-two-and-six a week now—’ 
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‘But you don’t like it—* 

*I hate it. But what could I do? I’ve been going to some 
evening classes at the Art School, and I do some sketching on 
Saturday aflemoons and Sundays—’ 

‘Yes, yes, yes.’ Uncle Nick waved his cigar between us. 
‘Your mother needed the money and you did what you could. 
You’re a decent lad, Richard.* 

‘You helped too, Uncle Nick.’ 

‘Ah—you knew that, did you? Well, she could have had 
more, if she’d wanted it, but you know how she was. Now let’s 
see how you stand, Richard. Your mother’s gone—^you earn 
twenty-two-and-six pen-pushing—and you’ve got no giil 
expecting you to marry her, have you, lad? No? Good! Well, 
you can have a job with me at five pounds a week.’ 

‘Five pounds a week!’ I couldn’t believe it. I had never seen 
myself earning five pounds a week for years and years. It seemed 
a lot of money then. I knew chaps who lived the life of rollicking 
men-about-town on far less than five pounds a week. ‘But tv hat 
could I do that would be worth so much? ’ 

Uncle Nick stared at me almost malevolently. ‘Don’t get 
wrong ideas. This is business, lad. You’ll earn your money, 
though you’ll be free in the daytime to do your painting. 
I’m paying you exactly what I’ve been paying the young man 
whose place you’ll take. He’s leaving—going into the fish-and- 
chip trade with his oldtr brother in Sheffield—and that’s all 
right to me because he’s such a miserable empty-headed young 
bugger I could never spend ten minutes talking to him. You 
might be a bit of company for me. Or am I wiong?’ He didn’t 
smile, but just looked hard at me. 

‘I hope not. Uncle Nick.’ I tried to give him a smile. ‘But 
what would I have to do? And could I do it? I don’t know any¬ 
thing about conjuring.’ 

‘Don’t talk silly, lad. I never said anything about conjuring. 
You’ll be a sort of general assistant. Besides coming on in the 
act—and that’s dead easy—^you’ll make sure all our stuff gets 
away and arrives at the next place in good time, you’ll take die 
band calls on Monday mornings to make sure the conductor 
knows what he’s doing, and when I think you’re up to it you’ll 
take charge of the other four—’ 

‘Who are they.'” 

‘Who do you think—Alexander’s Ragtime Band? Just shut 
up and listen. I’ve only got five people in my company— 
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smallest on tour for a big illusionist’s act—^you don’t catch me 
doing any Great Lafayette circuses. I’m down to a bare 
minimum. At the moment, first there’s Norman Hislop, the 
one who’s leaving and whose job I’m offering you. Then Aere’s 
Sam and Ben Hayes, father and son. They walk on in the act, 
but they’re really mechanics and keep the gear in trim and help 
me with anything new I’m working at. Don’t forget I was a 
mechanic before I went on the stage. I pay Sam five a week, 
and Ben four. Then there’s Barney. He’s a dwarf—^big head, 
tiny legs —but you’ve seen him. I pay him four. Then I have to 
have a girl. They’re always changing. The one I have now, a 
Cockney, is called Cissie Mapes. And she only gets four pounds 
a week, but as she shares my digs I pay her living expenses. 
Here, drink up. I’ll have to be off in five minutes.’ He filled our 
glasses again, to the brim without spilling a drop, though he 
did it very quickly. ‘ Well, Richard lad, what d’you say? Seems 
to me you’ve everything to gain and nothing to lose.’ 

‘ Except that if I walk out of the West Bruddersford Spin¬ 
ners, they’ll never take me back again.’ 

‘Oh—for God’s sake!’ He looked as disgusted as he sounded. 

‘ No, Uncle Nick, I was only arguing a point—’ 

‘Don’t, then. I haven’t time. Let’s finish these and start 
moving.’ He said no more until we had left the bar. ‘What’s it 
to be, then? Yes or No?’ 

‘It’s Yes. When do I begin?’ 

‘Next Monday. Newcastle. That’ll give you a week with 
\ouug Hislop showing you what to do. Be at the stage door of 
the Empire at eleven o’clock. Clear up everything here, of 
course. Sell the house—’ 

‘ It’s already mortgaged—’ 

‘All right, all right, just clear everything up so you’re not 
worrying about it. And here’s a fiver, and if you can manage it, 
get yourself another suit, try to look a bit smarter.’ He was now 
climbing into his immense overcoat. 

‘ I was just thinking,’ I said as I followed him out to his car. 
‘You’re paying out twenty-two pounds a week in wages— 
and then there are other expenses and railway fares—’ 

'Terrible, isn’t it?’ He turned at the door of his car, knocked 
some ash off his cigar, and gave me one of his dark mocking 
looks. ‘Specially when you remember I’m only getting a 
hundred and fifty pounds a week—a hundred and seventy-five 
next year. See you in Newcastle then, lad.’ 
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After some preliminary gasping and spluttering, when Uncle 
Nick pretended 1 wasn’t there still watching him, he moved off, 
and a minute later he had vanished into the mist and smoke of 
the late October afternoon. 1 had three large glasses of cham¬ 
pagne inside me; I had just agreed to exchange an office stool 
and a sensible life in Bruddersford for some unimaginable 
music-hall hocus-pocus; I was only twenty and had never been 
away from home except for occasional weeks at the seaside and 
one visit to London, the year before my father died; and now— 
and it lasted the remainder of the week—I had that feeling of 
unreality and emptiness which we know when one familiar 
world is melting away and the next one has not yet closed round 
us. However, I had plenty to do the rest of that week, clearing 
up at the office, arranging what could be done with the house 
and furnitme, and then, having more money to spend than I’d 
ever had before, buying two ready-made suits—one a dashing 
Harris tweed and the other a dark blue serge—some fancy 
shirts, socks, knitted ties, and, most important of all, a fine 
range of watercolour paints, eight brushes, and three big sketch¬ 
books—one of Cox, the other two of Ingres paper—^fit to make 
your mouth water. 

Then on Sunday, still half in a dream, I took a train, which 
didn’t seem to want to go there, to Newcastle. 
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Years ago, I think it was in the late 1930s, I saw a film that 
took me back to that first week I had with Uncle Nick. I can’t 
remember what the film was called or what it was about, but 
most of it took place in Newcastle, which came out as a night 
city with square black buildings, a deep black river, high 
bridges, menacing shadowrs. I don’t say I saw Newcastle exactly 
Uke that in 1913, but the general rather sinister effect—^which 
had nothing to do with the people there—^was much the same. 
I was nervous about the job of course, and then, to be at the 
Empire by eleven on Monday morning, I had to spend Sunday 
night there. This I did in a cheap hotel, where I couldn’t get 
to sleep for a long time because the place was full of Norwegian 
sailors, who seemed to be mostly mad drunken giants. And I 
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still had that empty and unreal feeling when I walked through 
a chilly and sooty morning to find the stage door of the Empire. 

Norman Hislop, whose job I was taking over, was waiting 
outside for me, smoking a cigarette. ‘They really mean No 
Smoking backstage here,’ he told me, ‘so if you want to light 
up, this is your chance. We’ve nearly half an hour.’ He was 
tall and thin and dressy—pink shirt and black knitted tie— 
with a long nose and a slack mouth, the kind that smokes a 
cigarette as if it were part of a dud conspiracy. 

I asked him what happened at a ‘band call’ and he explained, 
as if he were about a hundred years old and I were thirteen, 
that it was a kind of skeleton rehearsal with the orchestra, 
when you made sure they had the band parts right and the 
conductor understood the cues. ‘Old Nick’ll never go near one. 
You’ll have to do it all the time. He hates conductors—never 
stands ’em a drink like the others do, but if anything goes wrong 
they know he’ll think nothing of reporting ’em to London. So 
as a rule they don’t make any mistakes. After all, he’s bottom 
of the bill, and top of it now and again.’ 

Here I had better explain that ‘bottom of the bill’ didn’t 
mean the opposite of ‘top’, the least important of the eight 
acts that usually made up a bill, but the act next in importance 
to the ‘top’, the star attraction. I already knew this because 
Uncle Nick himself, the first time I had gone backstage to see 
him, had been careful to point this out. 

People kept on pushing past us, on their way to or from the 
band call, but I hardly noticed them as Hislop went on talking. 
‘I don’t know what Old Nick’s like as an uncle—^yes, he told 
me who you were—but he’s a h.ird sod to work for—and I’ll 
bet you’ll soon find that out, cv^m if you are his nephew. I’d 
be leaving anyhow— I’ve a chance with my brother I wouldn’t 
miss—but even without that I don’t think I’d have stuck it 
much longer. You can’t please him ’cos he doesn’t want to be 
pleased. All he likes is frightening people -a real Old Nick he 
is. Clever of course—everybody admits that, but everybody’s 
glad too when he isn’t there. And that’s true even of our little 
Cissie, who has to sleep with him when he feels like it. And 
don’t try anything there, Herncastle, if you want to keep the 
job. She might fancy it—^with your looks—but just remember 
she’s terrified of him. He has that effect on people.’ 

‘Isn’t it just his appearance?’ I said. ‘That nose of his. 
That slight dark squint. And perhaps the way he talks.’ 

9 



‘No, it’s what’s behind the looks and the talk. He doesn’t 
like people. Doesn’t want to get on with them. And if they don’t 
like him, so much the better. To hell with them! You’ll see.’ 

I didn’t know what to reply to this, so I pretended to be busy 
with my pipe. 

‘It’s been particularly awkward lately—and that’s another 
reason why I’m glad to be going. I don’t know if he’s told you 
how we’ve been block-booked, having all the same agent. No? 
Well, come and take a look at this bill.’ We went a few yards 
down the street. He tapped the bill ?is he talked. ‘Look—apart 
from these two fill-ins, we’re all playing the same halls every 
week, the same six acts. And you might as well get to know 
who they are. First, there’s Tommy Beamish the comedian— 
top o’ the bill—’ 

‘I’ve seen him. He’s very funny.’ 

‘He doesn’t amuse me,’ said Hislop loftily, ‘but he’s a great 
draw. He’ll murder ’em up here ’cos he comes from Tyneside. 
Ruarlo —Italian juggler—a good turn and a nice quiet chap 
but always looking for women. The Four Colmars —foreign acro¬ 
bats, three men and a girl—and wait till you see the giil' 
Talk about a stunnei! Then, Harry G. Burrard — Uie Eccentric 
Comedian —putrid' And the last of us six— .Sune, Jiancy, and 
Three Gentlemen —nice little song-and-dance turn. Susie’s married 
to one of the three gents, Bob Hodson, and the other two are a 
pair of puffs, Ambrose and Esmond. Nancy Ellis is Susie’s 
sister—only eighteen—and a scrumptious bit, sauty as the 
devil in the act, but vei y quiet off, and don’t make any mistake 
—there’s nothing doing there, I’ve tried. Well, they’re all nice 
and friendly, travelling round together the way we have to, all 
except one—’ 

‘Uncle Nick?’ 

‘That’s right. You’ll see. And that’s why I said it had been 
particularly awkward lately. Odd man out, he is, and loves it. 
Doesn’t like the people in front neither. Despises ’em. And not 
just because they’re provincial. He says they’re even worse in 
the West End. And he’s played the Coliseum and the Pal¬ 
ladium at two-fifty a week, and could have gone back but he 
wouldn’t accept the bookings. He doesn’t like London. God 
knows what he docs like! I doubt if he even enjoys Cissie.’ He 
opened his mouth and showed me a yellowish wagging tongue 
and some bad teeth. 

I was tired of him. ‘ Hadn’t we belter go in?’ 
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It was different from what it had been backstage when I 
had gone during a show. Though there were people bustling 
around, it seemed cold, darkish, sad. I followed Hislop to the 
side of the stage, where there were no warm lights now, just 
one big white one. A burly foreigner was shouting at the con¬ 
ductor and stamping a foot to give him the rhythm he wanted. 
Hislop szud that was the oldest and the leader of the Colmar 
troupe. There was no sign of any stunning girl. After this Col¬ 
mar had walked away, pulling a face, Hislop introduced me to 
the stage manager, whose name I’ve forgotten, and then to the 
conductor or ‘musical director’, as most of them liked to be 
called, a Mr Broadbent, who had a heavy moustache and was 
fat but out of temper. 

‘When docs your act get some new band parts?’ Mr Broad- 
bent shouted up at Hislop. ‘It’s like trying to read fly-paper 
down here.’ 

‘I’ll tell the boss,’ said Hislop, grinning. ‘Or he will,’ he 
added, pointing to me. 

‘Well, let’s get on with it, let’s get on with it,’ said Mr 
Broadbent, scowling down at his score. ‘Same business, same 
opening—first eight bars, gentlemen.’ 

‘Now take notice, Herncastle,’ Hislop muttered into my car. 
‘You’ll be doing it yourself next Monday morning. And Old 
Nick’ll bum you up if anything goes wTong.’ 

It took about twenty minutes to get everything dead right, 
but when it was all over I didn’t feel too anxious, because I 
knew that by next Monday I would know exactly how the act 
went, and, though I might be new, I couldn’t believe Hislop 
could do anything I couldn’t do But what I had to do then, 
when we were free to go, was to buy him a drink at a little pub 
round the corner, because he immediately suggested it. The bar 
there was ringed round with signed photographs of star artistes, 
and later I discovered there was almost always one of these little 
pubs not far round the corner from every stage door, always 
w’ith those signed photographs, and always with a lot of idiotic 
chat going across the bar counter. One man in there, drinking 
whisky and with a long bony face huddled into the upturned 
collar of a tweed overcoat that would have frightened a horse, 
turned oat to be Harry G. Burraid, Eccentric Comedian. But 
if he w'as ‘nice and friendly’ with Hislop, I saw no signs of it. 

‘ Here, I’ve just remembered,’ said Hislop as soon as we had 
finished the beer I had bought. ‘You have to go to the Private 
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Bar of the County, to see your uncle. What’s the time—quarter 
past twelve? You’ll just do it. He said half past.’ And he explained 
how I would find the hotel. 

There were a lot of men standing around the counter of the 
Private Bar, but I felt sure Uncle Nick wouldn’t be one of 
them. He was sitting at a table in a far corner, with a bottle 
of champagne in front of him. Two men and a girl were with 
him, the girl sitting staring at nothing and the two men poring 
over some sketches or diagrams. 

‘Well, here you arc, lad,’ said Uncle Nick. I felt he was 
glad—or at least, relieved—to see me, though it was hard to 
tell. ‘My nephew, Richard Herncastle. Miss Gissie Mapes. 
And this is Sam Hayes, and this is his son, Ben.’ They looked 
almost exactly alike, two wooden-faced long-chinned men, but 
Sam’s moustache was greyish and Ben’s was ginger. They 
gave me an incurious look and a nod, drank some beer, then 
frowned again at their bits of paper. 

‘Don’t imagine we’re just drinking, Richarrl,’ said Uncle 
Ni(k. ‘We’re working. I’ve an idea foi a new cIFk t, not easv as 
a piece of mechanics. And so far Sam and Ben hci e don’t know 
what the hell they have to do. So we’re busy, lad, ^nd you're 
no use to us. How did the band call go? ’ 

‘All right. Uncle Nitk. I’ll be able to take it next Monday 
when I’ll know exactly how the act goes.’ 

‘I hope so. I’m expecting better things from you, lad, than 
1 ever got from young Hislop, who’s lazy and half-witted. Now 
I want you in front tonight for the first house—I’ll sec they pass 
you in. Sit through the whole show—God help you—and then 
come to my dressing-room as soon as it’s over. And don’t 
foiget that Monday’s first house consists chiefly of deadheads 
who get free passes for exhibiting bills, not there to enjoy them¬ 
selves, they wouldn’t knotv how. It’s like a show in a morgue. 
And that’s all till tonight.’ 

‘What about his digs, Nick?’ This was firom the girl, Cissie 
Mapes. 

‘Quite right, Cissie, I was forgetting. Well, you knock off 
that port-and-lemon, go with him to collect his stuff and show 
him where he’s staying. And if you’re both feeling hungry, 
go and eat—but not at my expense. Don’t come back. I’m 
too busy here.’ 

We went off like two kids out of school. I guessed Cissie 
Mapes to be a few years older than I was, about twenty-five or 
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so. She was wearing a big hat with a bright green feather in it, 
a pinkish coat and a lot of cheap rabbity fur, and plenty of 
make-up, not so much to improve her looks as to announce 
that she was on the stage. Her looks weren’t bad either in a 
rather weak style: melting-toffee eyes, not much nose, a loose 
pouting mouth and a fall-away chin; not unlike the kind of 
girls that posed then on sentimental coloured picture-postcards. 
She had a thin little voice, very Cockney, and was half cheeky 
and half shy and innocent. There was a lot of sex about her 
—she used her eyes and was a great nudger and tapper and 
toucher—^but it misfired with me; I didn’t find her attrac¬ 
tive, but on the other hand I rather liked her in a chummy way. 
We took a t<ixi, at her suggestion, collected my two bags from 
that hotel, and then went from the dock region, past the Empire, 
and finally arrived at some terrace or other of houses that had 
known better da>.s, 

‘I got you this room next door to us—see,’ said Cissie. 
‘We’re in proper theatre digs as usual, but this woman—Mrs 
Michael—doesn’t let rooms as a rule and she’s just doing us a 
favour like. So you’ll have to be careful. She’s very respectable. 
Her husband’s captain of a ship—and he’s away. So keep sober 
and don’t try anything on.’ 

‘I only drink a glass or two of beer,’ I protested. ‘And I 
wouldn’t know how to start trying anything on, as you call 
it.’ 

She gave me a bright look and a nudge. ‘I believe you— 
thousands wouldn’t. W il, don’t be a naughty boy here any¬ 
how.’ We had now' stopped outside the house. ‘She says she’ll 
give you some bieakfast but v >thing else, so you’re having 
supper with us—next door —loo'.. Now you take ycur bags in, 
and I’ll wait, then we’ll get him to drive us to a cafl'y. You’re 
hungry, aren’t you?’ 

I admitted I was. 

‘So am I. Nearly always am. So don t be too long. But talk 
nicely to Mrs Michael. She’s dom'T us a favour.’ 

Mrs Michael w'as a small, rathci thin, intensely dark woman, 
probably about forty. My appearance surprised her. ‘Why, 
you’re just a lad. And you don’t look like a theatrical neither.’ 

‘I’ve only just started, Mrs Michael.’ 

‘ I might h ve managed a bit of hot supper for you, if I’d 
known,’ she began, still looking surprised. 

‘No, my uncle will be expecting me next door, and he’ll 



probably have a lot of things to tell me. And if you’ll let me 
have a key, I promise to come in very quietly—’ 

‘I’m a poor sleeper, I’ll hear you. Still, you can have a key. 
And this is your room, and as you can see, it’s as neat and clean 
as a new pin.’ And so it was, though it was also cold and cheer¬ 
less. After telling her I had to go straight out to eat, I had a 
quick wash, then hurried downstairs. She was waiting there to 
give me the key. She also gave me a small tight smile, out of 
some rare store of them. 

‘You remind me of one of Captain Michael’s nephews— 
mate of a coaster now. You look a sober quiet lad, and I trust 
you are.’ 

‘ Oh I am, Mrs Michael, I am.’ And I hurried out. 

Cissie and I ordered plaice and chips and sultana pudding 
in the cafe, which was quite large and had a trio playing The 
Count of Luxemburg and the Indian Love Lyrics. At first Cissie was 
very much on the stage, for the benefit of the people at the 
nearby tables, but after we started eating she dropped her 
voice and turned chummy and confidential. 

‘I like eating in places like this, not too posh, don’t you, 
Dick? I’m going to call you Dick, even though hp doesn’t. 
Always Richard with him, isn’t it? But then I like eating— 
I’m always ever so hungry —and he doesn’t. Just a sandwich 
or something all day—and that champagne of course—and 
even at night, even if it’s a really nice hot supper—steak and 
chi]')s or a mixed grill— he doesn’t touch half of it. You must 
know his wife—him being your uncle—what’s she like?’ 

‘I only met her once, about four years ago, when she came 
up to Leeds w'ith him. I didn’t like Ikt much. She seemed to be 
diinking a lot, and she was bad-tempered.’ 

‘ She’s fat as a pig now, he says.’ She giggled. ‘He admits he 
can’t endure her. Gives her ten pounds a week to stay away 
from him—in Brighton. They’re as good as separated but that’s 
as far as it goes. No more wives for him, he says.’ She looked at 
me half hopefully, as if I might know better. Then when I 
obviously didn’t, she ended with a forlorn little smile and tucked 
into her pudding. 

‘If he saw me eating this, he’d throw it across the room,’ 
she went on. ‘He says if I start putting on weight. I’ll be out of 
the act. It’s getting down into that pedestal chiefly. You’ll see 
what I mean tonight. All last week in Manchester it was 
making my behind sore, but for God’s sake don’t tell him. Dick, 
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promise you won’t tell him anything I say—^solemn promise.’ 

‘Right, Cissie. I promise.’ 

She put down her spoon to reach across and squeeze my 
hand. ‘I didn’t know what you’d be like, and I was a bit 
upset when he first told me about you. Not that I’m sorry to 
be seeing the last of that Norman Hislop. He’s just as nasty- 
minded as he’s idle, and he’s been rubbing Nick up the wrong 
way for months now. Let’s have coffee, shall we? Miss! Miss! 
But naturally I was a bit worried—I mean to say, his nephew 
in the company—perhaps spying on everybody. But you’re nice, 
I can see that, Dick. Nice—and just a little bit naughty—^um?’ 

I grunted something. I had never cared about this nice-but- 
Tiaughty business, which girls like Cissie at that time worked very 
hard. 

Then over our coffee she looked solcmii, and young though 
I was I knew what I was in for next. Most women talk about 
the men they’re involved with in one of two quite different ways. 
Either they sound as if they were animal trainers and had one 
that talked and brought home some money—all very odd and 
amusing; or they go to the other extreme, as if they were serving 
some high priest of a mysterious religion, whose every whim 
was a commandment from on high; and this of course was poor 
Cissie on the subject of Uncle Nick. He was no sooner out of 
one mood, she told me solemnly and proudly, than he was in 
another; and she never knew what would come next, except 
he still never ate much and went on drinking champagne; and 
one day, like today, he'd work all hours with Sam and Ben, 
never even taking a nap before the show, and the next day 
perhaps he’d never stir from tht fire but just go on reading 
books; and then sometimes he’d tieat her like dirt, till she went 
and cried her eyes out, and then at other times he’d take her 
out in his motoi-car and be ever so nice and attentive and take 
her to posh places that were his choice not hers because they 
always made her feel uncomfortable; and now and again 
she felt he really loved her, at least in his own peculiar way, 
and yet half the time he made her feel she w.xs lucky to be still 
in the act, let alone sharing digs with him. He really was 
the strangest man she’d ever had anything to do with, and 
she’d known some peculiar ones in her time. 

‘Though mind you, Dick,’ she said, regarding me earnestly, 
‘I’m not grumbling. Don’t think that. I know I’ve been lucky. 
I'm not clever, I’m stupid, and my looks aren’t so grand and 
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I’m no Venus Who’s-it. Where I’m lucky is having such small 
bones. My wrist—^sce. And other places—not on view. I’m 
just what he needs for the act. You take a good look at that 
pedestal tonight, you’d never believe I’m in there. He picked 
me out of a Panto chorus in Brixton—two-ten a week, two shows 
a day, twelve changes in each show—I used to cry out of sheer 
bloody weariness, to say nothing of scene-shifters trying to get 
you into a corner and maul you about with big sweaty hands. 
That was a great life, I don’t think. So I’m not grumbling. I’ve 
been lucky, even though I have to take plenty—^living with him 
as I do and everybody knowing it, and some of ’em trying to 
take advantage, as if I was just a common little tart. One 
of ’em called me that when I told him to take his hands oif 
me.’ 

‘Who was that?’ And when she hesitated, I went on: ‘You 
might as well tell me, Cissie.’ 

‘It was that Harry Burrard—^but he was drunk. AnyhoAV 
I doubt if he’s all there. I never told Nick, who can’t stand him 
anyhow and might have made it an excuse to get him out of the 
show. And afterwards 1 felt sorry for the silly old blighter. So 
don’t you tell Nick.’ 

‘What about the other women on the bill? How do you get 
along with them, Cissie? ’ 

She pulled a face. ‘I’m-a bit out of luck with this lot. Nobody 
I could make a true friend of, you might say. Susie Hodson and 
her sister Nancy are nice, talented too—I think you’ll like their 
turn— but they keep themselves to themselves. Nonie, the girl 
with the Colmars, the acrobats, is foreign of course, and any¬ 
how she’s a little bitch if I ever saw one. Then the only otluT 
woman is Julie Blane, who’s with Tommy Beamish and lives 
with him, they say. She used to be legit and pretends to be very 
haigh-clarss, not on the same earth with me, though she’s only 
playing feed to a comedian, even if he is top of the bill, and has 
to sleep with him to do that—though I must say she doesn't 
look as if she sleeps with anybody—downright haggard <'he 
looks. And that’s the lot in the female department, and I wish 
Nit k was going into Panto for a change, so long as I’m not in the 
chorus. But it’s a good bill, Dick, and I think you’ll enjoy most 
of it, even if it is Monday First House full of fat pub-keepers and 
their fat wives and the fish-and-chip merchants all on free 
passes. Well, I’d better sec if Nick wants anything. What are 
you going to dt)?’ 


i6 



‘I didn’t get much sleep last night. I’ll walk back to Mrs 
Michael’s and try for a nap.* 

‘And that’s all you do try for—-remember. Be good now— 
and if you can’t be good, be careful.’ Then, as we were going 
dowstairs to the street, she squeezed my arm. ‘Nick says you 
want to be an artist,’ though what she actually said was ‘a 
nartist’, but I don’t propose to cope with Cissic’s accent. ‘Is 
that right, Dick? ’ 

‘Yes, I want to be a painter.’ 

‘You ought to paint me sometime.’ 

‘ I'm not going in for that kind of piiinting, Cissic. I want to 
do landscapes in watercolour mostly. But I might try a sketch 
one day,’ I told her, as if from a great height. 

‘Oh do. I’ll bet you’re awfully clever. Well, bye-bye till 
tonight.’ 

(I did try that sketch, and I still have it when so much, a 
whole world and more than half a century of time, has gone; 
and though it’s terrible, probably the worst drawing I’ve ever 
kept, I’ve only to give it a glance to see and hear Cissie Mapes 
again.) 

Mrs Michael wasn’t about when I got back to her house. I 
slept until nearly five, waking up feeling cold and wondering 
for a minute or two where I was. But then when I went down¬ 
stairs Mrs Michael was there, in the kitchen, sitting over a pot of 
tea, and she asked me, rather abruptly and severely, if I’d like 
a cup and some buttered currant loaf. I thanked her very 
warmly, to show her that I knew this was outside our agree¬ 
ment and that she was doing me a favour, and had two cups 
of tea and three slices of currant lo if. When I told her I must be 
off to the Empire for the first hou^e, she shook her head. 

‘To tell you the truth, Mr Herncastle, I don’t care for those 
places—and neither does Cap’n Michael. It seems to me that 
when they’re not downright stupid, they’re vulgar. I’m not 
against entertainment, I’m fond of our chapel concerts or a 
nice lantern lecture, but if I’d my w ay I’d close all your Empires 
and Palaces tomorrow.’ There was a fanatical glint in her 
eye that vanished when she looked at me. ‘I don’t like to think 
of a quiet decent young man like yourself, Mr Herncastle, earning 
his living in those places and having to mix with half-naked 
painted women. In fact it’s wrong' She brought this out very 
fiercely, as if she’d had a quick inward glimpse of me lost in 
orgies. ‘But off you go, then. Off you go.’ 
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I was passed in to the Empire, down to what were grandly 
called the fautmils, by the house manager himself, magnificent 
in white tie and tails: ‘Nick Ollanton’s nephew, eh? Wonderful 
act—one of the best. Always look forward to it—and a glass or 
two of champagne—^lia ha! If you’re going behind after the 
show, look out for me and I’ll take you through the pass door.’ 
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It might be the worst house of the week—and indeed 
most of the people sitting near me looked stupid—but even 
so it was wonderful in a way to leave the darkening and chilly 
streets of Newcastle and then find oneself sitting in the fourth 
row at the Empire. I think the secret of all these music halLs is 
that while they seemed big—and most of them were—at the 
same time they seemed warm, cosy, intimate. A lot has been 
written about the magic of the playhouse, but it has always 
seemed to me very pale and thin compared with the v«,rmer and 
deeper magic of the music hall, which attracted more men than 
women to itself just because there was something richly feminine 
about it, belonging hal^ to some vast tolerant mother and half 
to some bewitching mistress. I don’t say I was putting all tliis 
into words as I stared about me that night, saw the orchestral 
players switch on their lights and try their instruments, noticed 
fat Mr Broadbent, no longer out of temper, bobbing up, first 
to smile at two people sitting just in front of me and then to 
tap with his baton, and heard his orchestra, with its desperate 
strings as usual fighting a losing battle with the woodwind and 
brass, scurrying through Grieg’s Norwegian Dances', but I will 
swear some such thoughts were going through my head. And 
for the first time since I had promised to join Uncle Nick, 
instead of feeling confused, dubious, vaguely apprehensive, 
I felt quite happy about it. I was still going to be a watercolour 
painter—nothing could shake me about that—^but until I 
could keep myself by painting, the variety stage, at five pounds 
a week instead of twenty-two-and-six, would be better than any 
office. 

The first turn was a ‘fill-in’, a pair of trick cyclists, and of 
course I wasn’t interested in them, only in the people I would 
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be travelling with for the next few months. The first of these, 
the second act on the programme, were the Colmars, three 
male acrobats and a girl, Hislop’s ‘stunner’, called Nonie. 
It was one of those acts, which had always rather bored me, 
in which the men stood on each other’s shoulders and chucked 
the girl around a lot. (I saw one recently, on a TV circus 
programme, and it seemed just the same, unchanged in a world 
of bewildering transformations.) Nonie was ratlicr small and 
seemed quite young, probably still in her teens, but there was 
nothing undeveloped about her figure. Her legs were magni¬ 
ficent in their tights, and her full breasts made her glittering 
bodice rise and fall. And the way she held herself and moved, 
among the three sweating males, suggested she was tremendously 
conscious of herself as a female. Her sex came over the footlights 
like a sharp challenge. In those days of long skirts, stays and 
demure blouses, we had to guess what girls really looked like; 
but Nonie Colmar (who plays an important part in this story, 
so I’m not wasting time on herj triiimpliantly displayed what a 
well-shaped girl had to offer. I don’t tliink I was any more 
lustful than most of us were then, but my mouth almost watered 
at the sight of her. 

Next was Harry G. Burrard, Eccentric Comedian, who 
came rushing on, with the band playing its loudest, waving 
his arms and hoarsely breaking at once into one of his hell-foi- 
leather idiotic songs. His make-up and costume- -a grotesque 
ginger wig, a white face and red nose, an enormous collar, a 
bottle-green tunic and peg-top patched pants— left the audience 
in no doubt that he was a funny man. But this Monday first 
house offered him only a few' distant giggles. Perhaps like me 
they didn’t think him funny. Diddy-diddy — oodcdi — oodih — oodah, 
he croaked away, still waving his arms; and nobody cared. I 
don’t think I am being influenced by the knowledge of what 
happened aftcrw'ards if I say that, at first, he made me feel 
embanassed, and then, as he w'ent on and on without any 
encouragement, I began to feel sorry for him. I was near 
enough to sec his eyes, and they seemed to me—though of course 
I might have been deceiving myself—^fixed in a kind of despair. 
I know I felt relieved when he took himself off, with the band at 
its loudest again, pretending desperately that a little weary 
clapping was an ovation. 

Uncle Nick was next, the last act before the interval. This 
w<is the time he preferred, because it meant that the wings were 
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clear of people waiting to go on. The orchestra opened as usual 
with part of the Ballet Egyptien, and then there was the familiar 
Ganga Dm big set, some kind of glittering Indian temple, which 
Uncle Nick had designed himself. It looked important and 
showy, but also its structure and glitter helped his act. I 
watched it now of course with new and keener eyes, reminding 
myself that I would soon be taking part in it. Sam and Ben 
Hayes and Norman Hislop, hardly recognisable in Indian 
make-up and costume, came backing on, and then Barney, the 
dwarf, also an Indian now, scuttled across the stage with squeals 
and backward looks of terror; and finally Cissie Mapes, a 
gauzily clothed Hindoo maiden, arrived to prostrate herself 
before some advancing figure off-stage. A gong sounded. And 
there—a tall, commanding, sinister figure—^was the Indian 
magician himself, who announced his arrival by letting loose 
a vivid green thunderflash. There was no doubt that Uncle Nick 
was a superb showman. Even the stolid fat deadheads sitting 
all round me, waiting for death rather than for any enter¬ 
tainment, were not entirely unimpressed. But Ganga Dun, intent 
upon magical feats as if they were part of some religious rite, 
gave no sign that he was aware of the existence ofrany audience. 
Unsmiling, grave, he behaved as if they were not there. 

At first, ftom seemingly empty bowls and vases, handed to 
him by the Hindoo maiden, he produced bunches of flowers, 
fruit, coloured silks, gold and silver coins; and then he per¬ 
formed the feat, a genuinely Oriental one, of covering a heap 
of sand with a cloth once, twice, three times, while a magical 
plant appeared to grow there. The Hindoo maiden was then 
cariied by the magician’s slaves and her rigid body placed 
across two trestles. Ganga Dun regarded her sombrely, made 
some mysterious passes, then beckoned the slaves to remove the 
trestles. The Hindoo maiden remained there, now apparently 
unsupported. A few more passes and she slowly rose about two 
feet higher. The magician passed—or appeared to pass—^hoops 
round her body, to prove that no wires were holding it up. 
Another gong, another green flash, and the magician was hold¬ 
ing her by the hand as she bowed and smiled. But then an angry 
rival magician, as tall as Ganga Dun and nearly as imposing, 
wearing a turban, a majestic beard, and stiff long robes that 
hid his feet, arrived rather slowly and shakily, to challenge the 




gestures. Ganga soon lost his patience, went nearer, summoned 
the gong and the green flash again—^and then there was no 
rival magician, only the robes in a heap on the floor. It was a 
very effective trick, and it would have left me puzzled if I 
hadn’t noticed that it was Barney the dwarf who was wearing 
the beard and turban, so that I guessed he had been raised two 
feet or so by stilts or something, and that at the end of the trick 
he was hiding in the heap of robes. But now a pedestal, about 
four feet high and very fancy, was brought on to the stage, and 
a while box was placed on top of it. Cissic as Hindoo maiden 
climbed into the box, and even while its lid, which faced away 
from the audience, was still slowly closing, the box was lifted 
t>fr the pedestal, securely roped, then fastened to a hook let 
down from the flies. The box remained in mid-air for a few 
moments. The magician scowled at it; there was a roll on the 
side-drum; as if in despair he plucked a pistol out of his robes 
and fired three times at the box, which was then lowered and 
opened, all its sides falling down, and was plainly seen to be 
empty. There was a chord from the orchestra; Ganga Dun, 
aw are at last of the audience, bow'ed to it almost negligently: 
the act was over, I led the rather scattered applause, but did 
not succeed in bringing back the magician before the curtain 
to take a final bow. When the lights went up for the interval, 
I looked around me. The Monday first-house people looked just 
as stolid as they had done before. Their sense of wonder had not 
been touched and aroused, because they had none. If my uncle 
hjd brought on three tl 'phants and made them disappear, 
those people would have hardly raised an eyebrow. 

The house manager stood me a '^•ass in tlie Circle Bar, which 
was almost empty. ‘Wonderful act—one of the best,’ he said 
again. ‘I must have seen that girl-in-the-box trick twenty or 
thirty times and I still don’t know how it’s done. You do, I 
suppose—um? ’ 

‘Yes, I do.’ I tried not to sound too grand and condescending. 
He waited, obviously wanting me 'o tell him how it w'as done, 
but I wasn’t having any. So now he Irowned. 

‘You can tell him from me, I noticed he cut three minutes 
out of the act. Naughty—very naughty! I’m supposed to report 
him to head office for that, but of course I know he wouldn’t 
do it to a full hr se. Always gets a wonderful reception with the 
right house. Gr* at showunan —Nick OUanton—though he can 
be naughty—very naughty. Staying in front for the next half, 
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I hope? Good! Three very good turns coming on—^Ricarlo the 
juggler—^those girls, Susie and Nancy—^then Tommy Beamish. 
You’ve seen Tommy before, I expect. Wonderful comedian. 
Tommy—^and they worship him up here. He’ll have ’em 
rolling before the week’s out. But he may walk through it this 
first house. He can be a naughty boy too. Tommy. Lovely 
talent though—lovely. Well, off you go and enjoy yourself. 
Give ’em a hand if nobody else does.’ 

Ricarlo was an elegant and graceful though not handsome 
Italian, probably about forty, who worked in full evening 
dress, and did most of his juggling, which was superb, with 
a top hat, a cane, and a cigar, to which he added, after a few 
minutes, a pair of yellow gloves. Throughout the band played, 
very softly, the same little tune, one I had never heard before, 
half gay and half melancholy. And indeed there was some¬ 
thing half gay and half melancholy about Ricarlo himself and 
his act. His movements, so graceful and quick, so beautifully 
timed, had about them a kind of infectious joy; but his dark and 
big-boned face, with its ebony stare, seemed carved and dyed 
in melancholy, the sort of blank sadness that I have since 
noticed many Latin people seem to be sunk into, behind their 
noisiness and flash of teeth and eyeballs. As I watched him 
dreamily—there is something almost hypnotic about this sort 
of juggling—I felt that h^re was a man I might come to 
like. And once again I led such scattered applause as he 
received. 

The front cloth of unbelievable shop windows, before 
which Ricarlo had appeared so elegantly and incongruously, 
gave place to a garden scene, first in a greenish moonlight, 
where two girls and three men began singing softly. This of 
course was the song-and-dance act of Susie, Money and Three 
Gentlemen. When the lights went up I saw that the three men 
were wearing grey morning dress and grey toppers; and I 
also saw, with an interest that soon rose to excitement, that 
Susie and Nancy were quite bewitching creatures. Susie, the 
taller and older and the one I knew was married, was a ripe 
brunette. Nancy, who looked about eighteen, was a blonde with 
short curly hair, unusual in those days, a saucy look and manner, 
and legs that were both ravishing and witty. The whole act 
was out of the usual music-hall run, more like a visitation firom 
musical comedy, and perhaps a trifle too deliberately ‘refained’; 
the dancing, apart from Nancy’s, was careful rather than bril- 
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liant; the songs were melodious nothings about Orange Girls 
and Kitty on the Telephone and so on; and no commanding 
talent was audible or visible; but—^and I’ll admit my instant 
infatuation with the adorable Nancy may have swayed my 
judgment—the act conveyed something that seemed to vanish 
from the world not long afterwards, something I never found 
again in any place of entertainment—a kind of young and ixmo- 
cent gaiety, a bit silly as youth itself can be silly, without any 
sort of depth in it, any weight of experience, but somehow en¬ 
chanting and lingering in the memory as an enchantment, so 
that later, when everything was different, and fragments of 
the songs returned to my mind, I was at once haunted by a 
bright lost world that had taken my own youth with it. As for 
that little Nancy, so pert and saucy and yet somehow so inno¬ 
cent, I began to fall in love with her there and then. And as I 
clapped until my hands ached, and glared at the fat deadheads 
who turned tlieir idiot faces my way, I thought how wonderful 
it was that Uncle Nick had asked me to join him, so that I 
would see this girl again, and again and again, and would soon 
go backstage where she existed. But I did not really think of her 
existing in the corridors, passages and spaces there that I had 
seen and smelt that morning, but in some vmchanging sunlit 
garden, some perpetual Maytime: I was already touched, 
barmy. 

Luckily for me, Tommy Beamish, topping the bill, came on 
next. I had seen him before, but not in this particular sketch, 
in which he was ‘support- d by Miss Julie Blane and Mr Hubert 
Courtenay, both well known in the West End Theatre’. He 
was one of tliose rare comedians w'ho began to make me laugh 
as soon as they appeared. He wrs a bom comic, a plumpish 
man with a round cherubic face, usually decorated with an 
improbable ginger moustache, and with rather bulging eyes that 
stared in bewilderment or suddenly blazed in droll indignation. 
He never bothered with the ordinary comedian’s patter, told 
no funny stories, sang no comic songs. He would lose himself in 
a labyrinth of misunderstandings and cross purposes, and would 
go on repeating some commonplace phrase or even one word, 
with deepening bewilderment or growing indignation, like a 
creature from some other world badled by this one, until he had 
only to make t' smallest gesture or mutter half a word to pro¬ 
duce another loar of laughter from the nearest stalls to the 
high distant gallery, lost in the smoke. Like all the great variety 
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artistes, he was able through the projection of his stage per¬ 
sonality and his marvellous sense of timing to dominate every 
kind of audience, keeping them hushed and still when it suited 
him and then releasing their laughter as if he were pressing 
a trigger. He was the best comedian I ever saw on the stage—I 
am not forgetting Chaplin, but he belongs to the screen—and 
I have not seen his equal these past forty years or so; yet now 
there must be only a few of us, oxir memories already hazy, who 
remember him at all. 

The sketch they played that night was simple enough in 
outline. Mr Hubert Courtenay, an old Shakespearean type of 
actor who suggested he was really the Doge of Venice or the 
banished Duke in Arden, was an immensely dignified country 
gentleman. Miss Julie Blane, though she could not keep the 
mischief out of her splendid eyes, played with some skill his 
anxious and delicate-minded daughter. They had sent for a 
vet for poor little Fido, and in his world of dubious communi¬ 
cations and infinite cross purposes. Tommy Beamish had found 
himself summoned to the house, though he was in fact a plumber. 
The resulting confusion created the atmosphere in which 
Tommy was at his best. The indignant Courtenay rdilcd out 
words like ‘prevaricate’ and ‘dilatory’ and ‘callousness’, 
which Tommy repeated in amazement, brought back to taste 
again, chopped in half an4 flung the pieces about when he felt 
himself at bay. His slightest reference to plumbing operations, 
to his astonishment and then despair, were regarded as outrages 
by the quivering Miss Blane, whom he followed round the 
stage, sometimes climbing over the furniture, hoping to make 
it clear to her that he was not some kind of monster. A decent 
well-meaning man, only anxious to be helpful and impressed 
by the gentility of his patrons, he floundered into deeper and 
deeper misunderstandings, sometimes almost ready to cry and 
at others leaping to a height of blazing indignation. Even the 
fat deadheads all round me had to laugh, though they hated 
doing it. And as for me, I laughed so much and so long that 
often I lost the sight of Tommy in that curious and disturbing 
red haze which comes with violent laughter just as it does—so 
we are told, though I have never experienced it—^with sudden 
and terrible anger. 

What with tlie delectable and tantalising Nancy and then 
the sublime idiocies of Tommy Beamish, I had had as much as I 
could take and wanted to cool off, so I went out during the 
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final turn, a ‘fill-in’ trampoline act, caring nothing, like most 
people then, about the inevitable flickering bioscope that would 
end the programme. (We never imagined that soon it would 
help to put an end to Variety itself.) I wandered around for a 
few minutes, passing the queues now waiting for the second 
house, my excitement cooling in the Newcastle night air, chilly 
and sooty like that of most industrial towns then, as if they were 
really one vast railway station. Then I found the stage door and 
asked for Uncle Nick’s dressing-room. 

He was sitting alone, smoking a cigar, still with his make-up 
on but without his turban. ‘Well, Richard, how do you think 
the act’s looking?’ 

‘Better than ever,’ I told him. ‘Even with that rotten audi¬ 
ence.’ 

‘1 cut the Magic Ball trick. I can’t astonish those block¬ 
heads, so ^vhy waste one of my cleverest effects? You can watch 
it tonight from the side—no point in you sitting out front again. 
I Avant you to note very carefully from now on everything that 
young Hidop has to do, and if you can't do it better by the end 
of th(* week, then you’ll have made a fool of me.’ He sounded 
lu avy' and giunipy, as if he needed some champagne—there 
was none in sight—or the applause the second house would give 
Ifm. ‘You stayed on after the interval? No, no, quite right. Get 
the feel of the whole show. How was Tommy Beamish? ’ 

‘Funnier than ever. I thought,’ I began enthusiastically, 
and then checked myself. 

Uncle Nick took out his cigar and grimted at it. ‘He doesn’t 
like me, and I don’t like him. I suppose he’s a very successful 
comedian, but then I don’t like c..medians. They have to pre¬ 
tend to be even sillier than the people who are watching ’em— 
and that’s saying a lot—and after a time it does something to 
’em. Their brains soften, then their characters. Before the week’s 
out, Tommy Beamish often has to be more than half-pissed 
before he can go on. That Blane woman, who lives with him, 
has a hell of a time. Here I’m lucky, lad. I haven’t to pretend to 
be sillier than they are but cleverer, and that’s all right because 
I am cleverer—though that’s not saying much because, as 
ycu’ll soon find out, most people who come to variety shows are 
half-witted. I could fool them in my sleep. I do my work for 
about one pec i out of every two hundred.’ There was a 
rather timid knock, then Cissie Mapes looked in, still a Hindoo 
maiden. 


25 



‘Where have you been?’ And Uncle Nick frowned at her. 

‘I wanted to mend a skirt, Nick. Why?’ 

‘Because you were late again out of the box—’ 

‘They had it off centre again, like I told you, Nick—’ 

‘Get it right between you this next time, girl, or else—’ 

‘I told them, Nick. It’s that Hislop really. Dick’ll be better, 
won’t you, Dick? Did you enjoy the show?’ 

‘Most of it, Cissie,’ I told her, trying not to appear too matey 
in case Uncle Nick didn’t like it. 

‘That little Nancy Ellis—um—^what about her?’ 

‘Pop off, pop off, girl,’ said Uncle Nick sharply. He waited 
a moment after she left. ‘You’d belter undcistand this, Richard. 
She has to be out of that box—there’s a hinged flap on the 
bottom—and into the pedestal long before the tiick I'd has 
closed. It’s watching that lid close so slowly, then all the fuss 
and bustle we have as soon as it is closed, that deceives ’em. 
Deceived you, didn’t it? ’ 

‘No,’ I replied without thinking, ‘because Cissie told me 
about the pedestal—’ 

‘Why the devil can’t she keep her big mouth shut? I know 
it’s only you—and you have to know— but she’ll go gassing and 
blabbing around until that box trick, which I've aheadv 
refused a thousand for, won’t be worth a navvy’s fart. How did 
Barney look as the rival magician?’ 

‘Very good. I recognised him but I doubt if anybody else 
would. It’s a veiy convincing tiick.’ 

‘Glad you think so, Richard.’ He took a pull or tw^o at his 
cigar, then took it out, looked me in the eye, and went on in 
that particular way, simple and honest and serious, which most 
men fall into when they are discussing the special techniques of 
their professions: ‘The key device there w'as the stilt-boots 
Barney uses, w’hich I had to design and make myself. There’s 
always a key device for every illusion, and it’s never the one 
the clever customers think it is. In the box trick, it’s the lid that’s 
still slowly closing when Cissie’s already in the pedestal. It 
makes ’em feel she’s lowering herself slowly into the box when 
in fact she’s already out of it. In the levitation effect, the key 
device isn’t the steel bar that raises and lowers hei —any fool 
can work one of them—but the hoops that seem to pass right 
round her. I’m working now on putting an open doorway on 
the stage. Somebody comes in on a bicycle, rides across to the 
doorway at a smart pace, but instead of going through it— 
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vanishes, bicycle and all. The bike is the key device, of course. 
If 1 can’t make it do what I want it to do, then I’ll send the bike 
through the doorway and the rider will have disappeared. 
Can you ride a bike, by the way?’ 

I said I could, but pointed out that I was no Cissie or Barney 
but was five-foot-ten and weighed nearly twelve stone. He told 
me he wasn’t worried about my size and weight, and then he 
asked me to find Sam and Ben Hayes for him because he wanted 
to talk to them about the Magic Ball trick, which would be 
going back into the act for the second house. After that I could 
go down into the wings. He’d told the stage manager I would 
be there. 

It was queer watching it all again from the side, feeling 
now I was part of it. Luckily the atmosphere was quite different 
from what it had been during the first house. The audience 
was now large, lively and responsive. The Colmars went very 
well, and had to take several calls. After the last one, little 
Nonie, excited and smiling and as if unaware of what she was 
doing, brushed past me, very close, though she could easily 
have avoided me, as the three men did. I felt as if sex had just 
been invented. As 1 stared after her, somebody muttered close 
to my car: ‘She’s done it to us all, chum. Take no notice.’ 

‘What?’ I turned, and saw it was Harry G. Burrard, in the 
same monstrous make-up and costume, waiting to go on. 

' Dee-doo — diddly — oodoo,’ he sang as hard as he could. 

' Dee-doo-diddly-oodoo' And, waving his arms, he made his noisy 
entrance. 

While he was still churning out his hoarse imbecilities, I found 
Uncle Nick, now the tall sinister .nagician again, standing by 
my side. 

‘Don’t enjoy him, do you, lad?’ 

‘No, I don’t.’ 

‘They don’t neither, not any more. His day’s done. They’re 
silly but not that silly—and now the poor bugger knows it.’ 
He moved away, as if to conceiit’^ate upon the entrance he 
would soon make. Behind Burrard’s front cloth—‘in one’, 
as they called it—the Indian Temple had been set, and I saw 
that Hislop, Sam and Ben were now rapidly checking the props 
there, while Burrard, in a sweat, was frantically grinding out 
his last verses, ’inally he came rushing off, stamped his feet 
hard to add to the applause, rushed back as if everybody loved 
him, came off again and would have gone back once more if 
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the stage manager hadn’t stopped him. Then he stood near me, 
while the orchestra went into our Ballet Egpptien music, and I 
could hear him breathing hard. And I could see the terrible 
despair in his eyes. His day indeed was done. 

Though I knew how most of the tricks were worked and 
I was now watching it from the wings, I found Uncle Nick’s 
act even more impressive than I had done at the first house, 
seeing it from the front. This was chiefly because of the audience, 
whose gasps I could hear before the applause. And Uncle Nick 
himself seemed more adroit and more commanding, a master 
showman at ease in his own clement, ft was there and then that 
I suddenly found myself possessed by a pride in and a loyalty 
to the act that never left me afterwards, no matter what I 
might think of my uncle or feel about life on the variety stage. 

He was called back several times, and finally he w aved each 
hand negligently and then showrd the audience two large 
bouquets. (They were of course made of artificial flowers that 
could be closely pressed and then folded into tiny packets, 
which were released by a spring. A lot of these cflects w ere used 
at the beginning of the act, and I was glad to learn that Sam and 
Ben were responsible between them for making sure ^ey w'ere 
properly folded and that the springs w'cre in good order.) As 
the curtain came down for the interval. Uncle Nick joined in(' in 
the wings and must have noticed that I w as looking pleased. 

AVent well, didn’t it?’** 

‘Wonderful,’ I told him. ‘Uncle Nick, I promise you here 
and now I’ll do everything I ran for the act.’ 

He took ofl'his turban. ‘I hate this dam’ thing. All right, 
Richard my lad, that’s a promise. Now you’re having your 
supper with us. Cis.sic told you, didn’t she? Right. Well, I’ve a 
man coming to see me so I may be about an hour yet. You can 
make yourself useful, helping the others to make certain the 
props arc cleared, then you can watch some of the next half, if 
you haven’t had enough of it already, or go and have a drink— 
or do what you like. But don’t expect me to wait supper for 
you. Be up there before eleven, lad.’ 

Hislop showed me what he had to do, which wasn’t much 
because Sam and Ben did most of the work, but by the time I 
was free to return to my place in the wings, Ricario was on. 
I realised of course that at any moment I would see that girl 
Nancy again, and this time with no footlights (which I hadn’t 
learnt then to call ‘floats’) between us, but as fellow performers 
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backstage. I waited, half suffocated by excitement, which stayed 
with me even after I had told myself not to be a fool. And here 
I want to make the point, which may turn up again in these 
reminiscences, that I believe this excitement didn’t help to 
create my future relationship with Nancy, but that the rela¬ 
tionship, which already existed in some larger time, made itself 
fell to me, in my immediate narro^vcr time, in the form of this 
strange excitement: the future was influencing the present. Of 
course I can’t prove this—even though the suffocating feeling 
vas out of all proportion to anything I was conscious of—but it 
!<• what I believe. 

I’lien they w'*re there, standing only a few feet away, both 
N'ancy and her sister. They glanced at me, probably wondering 
who I was, so I nodded and smiled. They gave me a small nod 
and smile. Soon they w'erc joined by Bob Hodson, Susie’s 
husband, cas> to clistinguish from the other two ‘Gentlemen’, 
Ambrose and Esmond; and there was some whispering bc*- 
tween them. W'hen N.mcy, still as entrancing as she had seemed 
on the stage, ga\e me another look, and I smiled again, there 
was no answ'ciing smile, just a brief contempt uous stare before 
she turned a^\ ay. I felt humiliated, then angry. Who the blazes 
did she think she c\ :is.'’ And w’hat lit*s had Hodson been telling 
the ni.^ 

I tried haid not to enjoy their act again, esj)ecially Nancy’s 
peiformancc, but it didn’t work. It seemed all different, of 
course, now that I wasn’t seenng it from the front, and the 
magic gauh n was so mi*- h p unt and canvas and the moonlight 
and sunlight were so many colours in the battens, floats and 
jjerches. And now of course the rtelicious Nancy was no longer 
playing to me but—in evcr\ sense, as I remembered that last 
cf'ld stare —away from me, happily bewitching any and every 
lout sitting in front, g iping at her legs. She came off the stage 
twice during the act but remained just out of sight of the 
audience, never even throwing a look in n»y direction. But even 
so, and though I still felt angry, the magic, belonging to some 
innocent Ma\ time of the world, t ‘uk hold again, though now 
instead of expanding with it, as I had done before, I didn’t feel 
happy but sort of achd at it, as if already I was feeling shut 
out. 

They were higing and dancing, all five of them, their last 
number when ' ommy Beamish and Company arrived, bringing 
with them—^for they were standing quite close to me—a reek 
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of whisky. This was certainly true of Tonuny Beamish and Miss 
Blane, who were almost at my elbow. Hubert Courtenay, 
looking like a painted bishop, was out of smelling range. But 
it was not until Nancy and her sister were taking their final 
calls, in front of the curtain because the sets were now being 
changed, that I saw that Tommy Beamish \\as giving me a 
belligerent stare. 

‘ You one of the nuts? ’ he asked. 

‘I don’t think so, Mr Beamish.’ 

‘Want to come on in my sketch?’ 

‘No, of course not—’ 

‘Then why don’t you take a walk? We don’t have to have 
you standing there, do we? Not a policeman or fireman, are 
you?’ 

‘Oh, stop it. Tommy,’ said Miss Blane. ‘He’s probably 
got a perfectly good reason for being here. Haven’t you? ’ She 
said this to me, of course, giving me a smile that was also a 
little appeal for help. Her splendid dark eyes were anxious. 

‘If I’m in the way I’ll move,’ I told them both. ‘But I’ve 
just joined my uncle, Nick Ollanton—’ 

‘One of my favourite colleagues, I don’t think,’ saic^Tommy 
Beamish sourly. ‘ I wish he’d vanish himself one of Uiese nights—’ 

‘Tommy, please!’ 

‘Oh—put a sock in it. Tommy, please!' He lurched away, 
going nearer to where he would make his entrance. Courtenay, 
who opened their sketch with a telephone conversation, was 
now going on. 

‘I can’t stay,’ Miss Blane whispered hastily. ‘I’m on just 
after Tommy—’ 

‘I know. I was in front at the first house. I thought Tommy 
was marvellous. You were good too. Miss Blane.’ 

‘Thank you, but it isn’t my kind of acting. What’s your 
name? ’ 

‘Dick Herncastle. I’m not really a pro. I’m trying to be a 
watercolour painter.’ 

‘You’re rather sweet. And you mustn’t mind Tommy. He’s 
being rather difficult tonight.’ A great roar of laughter reached 
us from the house. ‘There! Listen to them. He’s probably feeling 
better already. I must get ready for my entrance.’ Her hand 
rested on my arm for a moment, then she hurried away. 

I didn’t stop to watch the sketch. I wasn’t in the mood for 
it, much as I admired Tommy Beamish, for I was feeling half 
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bewildered, half depressed. And it didn’t make me feel any 
better when shouts of laughter seemed to follow me out, until 
I turned the corner and went down the steps towards the stage 
door. Cissie Mapes was waiting there, looking rather forlorn. 
However, she brightened when she saw me, and began chat¬ 
tering at once about the act. 

‘I can’t tell you how glad I am that that Hislop’s going. 
He’s never liked me ’cos I showed him right from the start 1 
wasn’t having any—you know what I mean. So if he could 
make it hard for me, in the act, he w'ould—sly an’ mean as 
hell he is. You won’t have no trouble with Sam and Ben, 
they’re very reliable. Think about nothing but their work and 
betting on horses. Barney’s different of course, being a dwarf. 
I hafl trouble with him one time—though I never told Nick. 
"S'ou’ll have to w'atch him, Dick. He isn’t reliable, specially if 
he’s had a few' diinks. I don’t think he’s all there, but you can’t 
blame him—poor little man. There never seem to be any 
women dwarfs for them. I’ve seen dozens of men but never a 
woman. I was on a bill once when there w'ere six of’em, in one 
of them knockabout sketches, and you couldn’t move for angry 
little men. Here’s Nick. You can tell he’s somebody, can’t you?’ 
And certainly in his immense overcoat, with a white silk scarf 
and the black trilby a little to one side, he looked impressive— 
in a rather theatrical style. 

Qiiarter of an hour later we were eating sleak-and-kidney 
pie and welsh rarebit, and drinking champagne, in the back 
room of their digs, wi '’h had signed photographs of variety 
stars round the walls, too much heavy furniture, and an 
enormous fire from which it w is impossible to escape. When 
Uncle Nick had lit a cigar anr’ I had brought oi’t my pipe, 
Clissie, who was hoi, flushed and excited, began: ‘Now, Dick, 
you must tell us what you felt, your first day in variety—’ 

‘No, he mustn’t,’ said Uncle Nick. ‘And you get off to bed, 
girl.’ 

‘Oh—Nick—why?’ 

‘Don’t argue. Pop off.’ 

She got up slow'ly, her w'cak pretty face sagging, looking 
ready to cry, and then without a word hurried out. Uncle 
Nick filled his glass and poured a little more champagne into 
mine. Then • ' gave me a sardonic look. ‘I can read you like 
a book, lad. Poor little Cissie! Brutal old Nick! That’s what 
you’re saying to yourself, isn’t it?’ 
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‘Well, uncle, I must say you did seem a bit hard on her—’ 

‘Let’s settle this now, lad. Cissie Mapes has got the best 
job she’s ever had or ever will have. I pay her board and lodging, 
so the four pounds a week she gets is mostly pocket money. 
She’s in clover. She’s just about enough sense to come in out 
of the rain. When she listens to me, with her mouth wide open, 
more than half the time she doesn’t know what I’m talking 
about. And I don’t keep her on because of what she lets me have 
upstairs. It’ll do but I’ve had better—much better. The point 
is, though she looks all right in her Indian costumes, not thin 
at all, she’s actually got very small bohes, so she can squeeze 
herself into half the space the audience thinks she needs. If 
she couldn’t, I’d have her out of the act—sharp. And she 
wouldn’t be staying on upstairs neither. But I must w'arn you, 
lad, that when I do want my greens I don't fancy other fellows’ 
leavings. So don’t start any messing about there.’ 

‘You don’t need to warn me, Uncle Nick. To begin with, 
I’m not interested- 

‘Too early to say that. She hasn’t got to w'ork on you yet. 
And she will. You’re a good-looking lad, and she doesn’t get 
enough from me. Besides, they like* a bit of senlinieni. Oh — 
she’ll be having a try soon. And don’t look so disgusted, Richard. 
Start facing the farts, even when they begin to look nasty. 
You’re thinking I’m a hard man, aren’t you?’ 

‘I only said—’ 

‘Well, I am. It w'asn’t easy getting to where I am now. First 
I had to turn myself into a good mechanic and Icartr a few 
tricks. Then I had to persuade that old German, Krausscr, w'ho 
did an Indian illusionist act, called himself Bimba-Bamba, to 
take me on, after I’d repaired one or two things for him, when 
he was appearing at the Palace, Bruddersford. He looked a 
nice kind old man, but in fact he turned out to be a slave-driving 
bastard, and I had three years of it, waiting for the stroke that 
killed him. Then I’m living on bread and marge and tea in a 
Glapham basement, w'orking out the new act and w'earing out 
my britches’ arse at the agents’. So it’s hard coming up. But 
that’s not all. Touring in variety can easily be a very slopp> life. 
You can come into it a man and end up as a poached egg. And 
women are ready to do the poaching. We have to have ’em— 
we’re made that way, if we’re normal—^but they’re bom soft¬ 
eners and enlanglcrs, and the only way to stop ’em is to be short 
and brutal with ’em whenever you feel like it.’ 
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‘But couldn’t you be missing something?’ 

He regarded me, over his cigar, with a kind of genial con¬ 
tempt. ‘You’re just out of tlie egg, lad. I like to use my intelli¬ 
gence and look after myself, and I advise you to do the same. Of 
course you won’t be very popular. You probably know already 
that I’m not. I don’t mean with the public but with our dear 
fellow art-eests —eh? ’ 

‘No, they don’t seem to like you very much, Uncle Nick.’ 
I could have added that I didn’t care for him very much myself 
in this mood, but I didn’t. 

‘They know I despise ’em, lad. And I think if I was doing 
anything else on that stage but an illusion act, I’d despise 
myself. No wonder so many of these comedians drink themselves 
into the rats. After pretending for years to be even sillier than 
the halfwits out in front, they hate living with themselves. But 
I’m cleverer than the public. Also, I’m an honest illusionist. 
I mean by that, I’m frankly doing it for their amusement, not 
like these big illusionists in Westminster, Whitehall and the 
City, expensive bloody hypocrites. But of course most people— 
and specially if they’re English—want to be deceived. They’ll 
meet you more than half way. Now I don’t think you’ve seen 
this—it’s rather neat.’ 

He brought out a metal tube about three inrhes long, and 
into it lie jammed what remained of his cigar, together with a 
lot of ash. Then he fitted a screw cap on to the tube, placed it 
between us, grinned at me and said: ‘Hocus-pocus and Hitchy 
Koo! Now you can un'-crew that cap and find the cigar and 
the ash.’ And of course they weren’t there, eind when I tipped 
up the tube a lot of gilded pellets rolled out of it. 

‘Ashes to gold, lad,’ said Uncie Nick complacently, scooping 
up the pellets. 

‘I must say I don’t see—’ 

‘You won’t, lad, I never explain these pocket tricks of mine, 
though there’s no real money in ’em. But a man has to have a 
hobby —and these pocket tricks are mine.’ He emptied his glass 
and then carefully filled it with what was left of the champagne. 
Even now I can recall quite clearly his long dark face, not as 
sallow as usual because of the wine and the heat of the room, 
which was making me sweat; arid I can catch the sudden 
melancholy c'f his look as he raised his eyes from the glass, to 
talk to me. '"i ouble with a man like me—intelligent, not easily 
taken in, able to see through people—^is that he soon gets bored. 

33 



Everything becomes a bit stale. That’s why I’m glad you’ve 
joined me, Richard. I can talk to you.’ 

I nodded and smiled, doing my best, though I didn’t feel 
much like nodding and smiling. 

‘Yes, I know people by this time. They’re mostly a lot of 
lost animals, who happen to know they were born and that soon 
they’ll die and be forgotten. They know it but they don’t want 
to think about it. That’s where the illusions come in—the 
honest ones like mine, to amuse ’em, and all the big bloody 
lies still waiting for ’em outside when our show’s over.’ For a 
moment or two he stared sombrely nc* at me but somewher^ 
past me. Then he seemed almost to whisper. ‘ Last year I played 
two weeks at the London Coliseum. One night an old Hindoo 
was brought round to see me. A fellow from the India Office 
brought him. I had to tell them I’d never been near India. But 
I said to the old Hindoo—^who smiled all the time, never 
stopped—that if anything was badly wrong in my act, I’d try 
to get it put right. WeU, still smiling, he mentioned one or two 
things, and I made a note of ’em. Then he talked, smiling 
away.’ 

‘What about?’ I asked, after waiting a moment^for my 
uncle to go on with his talc. 

‘What about? Bloody horrors, mostly. Smiling all the time 
too. I’m not easily frightened, but he gave me the cold shivers. 
Fire, fury and bloody murder everywhere, and he talked about 
it dll as if he was a kid at a magic lantern show.’ 

‘But what—’ 

‘Some other time, lad.’ He got up. ‘My fault, I know—I 
shouldn’t have started what I wasn’t ready to finish. But you’ll 
have to wait. Or give it a permanent miss. Now push off, lad. 
We’ve talked enough for one night.’ 

He meant that he had, for I had hardly been allowed to 
finish one remark. Clearly he was annoyed with himself, 
and in another minute would be annoyed with me, so off I 
went. And as I crept up Mrs Michael’s stairs, I felt I had 
arrived at the end of a gigantic crowded day. 
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The FOLLOWING SUNDAY aflernooii, November and I9i3» 
found me on a train going from Newcastle to Edinburgh, our 
next date. This was no Scotch Express but a slow, stopping 
train, a typical Sunday aflernoon job. We seemed to crawl 
through the drizzle, not really going anywhere. Uncle Nick 
and Cissie were doing the journey by car, but I had to take the 
train that was carrying all our gear. It was an important part 
of my work to make sure that our stuff—^and there was plenty 
of it, what with the temple set, all the mechanical effects, all 
the props and costumes—^was taken out of one theatre and 
then safely deposited in the next. I was also more or less re¬ 
sponsible for Sam and Ben Hayes and Barney—especially 
Barney. But I was not worried about him on this aflernoon, 
because I knew that the three of them were in the next carriage 
playing nap. I had a carriage to myself, the train, which had no 
corridors, no dining-car, no anything, being almost empty. 
This seemed a good time to think about things, to take stock, 
to ask myself a few questions. 

I had taken over from Hislop in the act on Thursday, 
though only for the first house, but then had gone on for both 
houses on Friday and Saturday. Feeling a fool in the Indian 
rnake-up and costume, when I appeared for the first time on 
the Thursday, I had a lew panicky seconds when I reached the 
illuminated and searching area of the stage, but I soon re¬ 
covered. Indeed, Cissie and Sam Hayes told me I was better 
than Hislop, who had always been inclined to be slapdash, 
whereas I am naturadly careful in the way I handle things, as a 
painter should be. Even Uncle Nick, who didn’t like praising 
anybody, threw me a few words of thanks after the final show 
on Saturday. Of course the business of getting all our sttiff out 
and away was quite new to me, but Sam and Ben Hayes helped 
me. They had looked sideways at me at the beginning of the 
week, chiefly because I was the boss’s nephew and might go 
telling tales, but by the end of the week they had accepted 
me and volunteered to help with the move to Edinburgh. 

Right to bie end I was always glad that I had Sam and 
Ben Hayes working with me, but we never became friends. 
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There are some people who never seem quite real, and Sam 
and Ben were like ihat. I couldn’t imagine what they were 
like when they were by themselves. Their build and features 
were almost identical, and they spoke in exactly the same way, 
with a strong West Riding accent and hardly moving their 
lips, as if they might have been ventriloquists. All this, and the 
stiff way they held themselves, made them seem as if they be¬ 
longed to some special race of wooden people. They were 
very conscientious, completely dependable, and, so far as they 
can be said to have enjoyed anything, 1 think they enjoyed their 
work. Outside it they gave all their attention to horse-racing. 
The only papers I ever saw them reading were racing papers, 
which they would study slowly and solemnly together, before 
placing their next bets. When and how they did their betting 
I never knew, and I never saw them depressed by their losses or 
elated after a win. There didn’t seem to be any Jim in it for 
them; they took it all, if anything, even more heavily and 
seriously than they did their work; and when I came upon them 
in a pub, as I did occasionally, they would be muttering over 
their pints to other solemn punters. It was just as if they be¬ 
longed to some strange religion. I doubt if they would have 
played cards, as they were doing on that train to Edinburgh, if 
Barney hadn’t insisted on a game of nap. 

I can see Barney clearly even now, after more than fifty 
years. The biggest thing about him was his forehead, enormous 
and bulging. When only his face was visible, he looked like 
a peevish philosopher. His arms were not too short and were 
in fact quite strong, but his legs might have belonged to a 
thrce-ycar-old. He was very nimble and could scuttle around, 
on and off the stage, on his tiny legs; but he wasn’t young, 
probably about forty (this was Uncle Nick’s guess, and he knew 
him better than I did), and though he pretended to be more en¬ 
ergetic than the rest of us, there were odd times when I caught 
sight of him collapsed in some comer, just a big sad head. It 
was easy to feel sorry for him, though he resented any sign of it, 
but not easy to like him. As if to prove that he was a man and 
not a freak or goblin, he overdid everything in an irritating way. 
If people were angry and shouting, he wanted to be the angriest 
and shout the loudest. If they were larking about, he would 
insist upon making the biggest fool of himself. If things looked 
bad, he would make them look worse. If he could find a pub 
where he could stand on a chair and be accepted as one of the 
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company, without any pointing and guffaws, then he would 
want to stand rounds he could not afford and soon drink more 
than was good for him, for being so small he couldn’t really take 
very much. It was rather depressing to spend much time with 
him because he was like a goblin caricature of a man, making 
you feel what fools we all are. 

Luckily for him, perhaps—there is a doubt here because he 
had had no education and could barely read or write—^he 
had been born and brought up in a fairground, and had spent 
all his life in one or another kind of show business—^fairs, 
circuses, pantomimes, variety. He was very moody, sometimes 
sulkily silent for days, sometimes wanting to talk too much, 
iu a jerky and spluttery fashion, not pleasant to listen to; and 
when in an excitedly reminiscent vein he was apt to boast and 
tell obvious lies. He always kept quiet and watchful when Uncle 
Nick was around, not just because Uncle Nick was the boss 
but also because he was deeply afraid of him, as if he felt Uncle 
Nick really was a magician. He knew I wasn’t, and as I tried 
to deal with him as if he were just another man and not a freak, 
he took to me, and insisted—^though this was later on—^upon 
going along with me when I went out sketching. He would never 
try any drawing or painting himself, though I kept on telling 
him he ought, but was fascinated by what I did. He became, 
so to speak, part of the sketching act, and though there wm little 
he could do to help me, he fussed around in a self-important 
manner. If too many children came to look, he would drive 
them away, like an infunated gnome. But I am getting too far 
ahead, for all this was miich later. 

However, even during this first week in Newcastle, I had 
made a start, had begun fixing a pattern I followed through¬ 
out the tour. If it was fine, I went out with a sketch-book. 
If it was wet or too cold to sit about, I would go to the 
local art gallery or ask to see some art books in the Reference 
Library. The beauty of this job, as I had realised from the first, 
was that it left me with most of my days free, so that I could 
keep on with what I really wanted to do. (I was also beginning 
to save about three pounds out of the five I was being paid 
every week.) Sprawling in the carriage I had to myself on that 
slow train to Edinburgh, feeling snug in there out of the after¬ 
noon’s chill drjTizle and with the navy cut in my pipe burning 
nicely, I thought of all the free days ahead and all the gold 
sovereigns I would be saving, preferring this cosy rumination 
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to the two Sunday papers I had bought, which seemed to be 
making some fuss about Winston Churchill and Admiral von 
Tirpitz. Then we crawled into the station at Berwick-on-Tweed. 
I opened the carriage door, but then decided against getting 
out to stretch my legs, re-lit my pipe and, as my reverie had 
been broken, picked up one of the papers. After a minute or two, 
hearing the guard’s whistle, I looked up to see if I had closed 
the door. I hadn’t, and the train was now creeping out of the 
station. I had just time to help somebody in, banging the 
door behind him as the train gathered speed. The carriage 
seemed to be full of yellow-green-purple tweed overcoat, 
together with some gasping and wheezing. It was Harry G. 
Burrard, Eccentric Comedian. 

‘Thanks, cully,’ he said hoarsely. ‘Might have had to spend 
half the bleeding night there. Got out to try to send a wire. 
An’ what a hope I had! Lost me titfer into the bargain.’ 

‘Lost your what?’ 

‘Don’t show your ignorance, cully. Titfer —otherwise tit-for- 
tat—otherwise hat. Made special too—West End. Harry G. 
Burrard has everything made special. That’s me, cully—the 
one and only Harry G. Burrard.’ He was now stre|ched out 
on the opposite side, with only his too-blatk dyed hair and his 
long bony face emerging from that monstrous overcoat. But he 
pulled out of the nearer pocket an unusually large flask, pigskin 
and gold, which he offere^ci me. ‘How about a little of what you 
fancy, cully? No? Then excuse me, Sir Marmaduke.’ He took 
a long pull at it, closing his eyes. The smell of whisky seemed to 
warm the carriage. When he opened his eyes, which were small 
and almost a yellow ochre, he stared at me rather suspiciously. 

‘Seen you before somewhere, cully, haven’t I?’ 

‘Of course you have. Newcastle Empire. I’ve just joined 
Nick Ollanton. As a matter of fact he’s my uncle.’ 

Burrard pulled a face. ‘ He’s a pal, that bugger, I don’t think. 
Told me to me face—^where was it?—Manchester?—he didn’t 
want to follow me on the bill and he was going to tell head 
office. Did he?’ 

‘He’s never said anything to me about it, Mr Burrard—’ 

‘Harry to you, cully. Can’t blame you if he’s yoixr uncle. 
I’ve had uncles I wouldn’t be seen dead with. One old sod got 
fifleen years. How d’you like being in variety?’ 

‘It’s all right so far.’ 

'All right? Don’t make me laugh. I’ve had thirty years of 
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it—^twenty of ’em at top money—^but now I don’t recognise it, 
don’t know where the hell I am. Sometimes I think I’m going 
on in Lapland or somewhere. In the old days I’d play four or 
five halls a night—London of course—and it took it out of you 
—^but you were on— bingo bongo —^then you were off, on to the 
next house—and if you were half-pissed, so were they—and 
you were all pals, having a night out. Now they sit on their 
hands and hope for death—and so do you. It isn’t the same 
thing, cully. It’s another bleeding world. I’m shouting my head 
off to a lot of strangers. Remind me to show you some of the old 
programmes. I look at ’em and wonder what happened and 
wheie it went all wrong. Twenty-five acts,’ he shouted hoarsely, 
his eyes gleaming, ‘and where are they? I’d be on the bill with 
Dan Leno, Herbert Campbell, Dutch Daly, Albert Chevalier, 
Jenny Hill and Lottie Collins. There aren’t women like that any 
more. They’d arrest ’em on sight in Brum now. What have 
we got in this bill—y’know, for a short time? I don’t go looking 
for it any more—your age I was a bleeding stallion—but I like 
lo know there’s a nice piece of it handy. Well, where is it with 
this lot? Ollanton—your uncle—^he’s got himself fixed up. So 
has Tommy Beamish, though I’ll bet it’s all so West End and 
refined, he doesn’t know when it’s happening. What’s left for 
you and me, cully? Them song-and-dance sisters are so lah-di- 
dah they won’t give you the time of day. They don’t belong in 
variety anyhow, that lot—they ought to be on the end of a very 
refined exclusive bloody pier, they ought. And all you got 
left is that little Frenchi#* —Nonie—lovely legs, bum and tits— 
and looks hotter than mustard—and asking for it. Am 1 right, 
cully? ’ 

T’d say you were, Harry, but 1 don’t really know her.’ 

He took another pull at his flask before replying, then 
wagged a finger at me. ‘Don’t waste your time trying there, 
young fella-me-lad. Tell you what she is—^little Nonie—she’s 
Moss’s Empire Number One cock-teaser, she is. And if some¬ 
body doesn’t jump on her soon and put a bun in her oven, 
she’s going to play her little game once too often—you mark 
my words, cully. Lot of people think I don’t notice much. I 
notice everything. I don’t say much, but I don’t miss anything. 
I see things you’ve no idea of, cully.’ 

‘What, for instance?’ I didn’t really want to know; I was 
just making conversation. 

He looked very cunning, then leant forward and spoke in 



a whisper. ‘They’re sending people round all the time now. 
Nobody notices ’em but me. But that’s partly why everything’s 
going wrong. These people they’re sending round are doing it. 
On the quiet of course, all on the quiet. I noticed one last 
night—^&ont row—^big black moustache. I can tell ’em at a 
glance. Here—Glisten.’ He beckoned me closer. ‘There’s one on 
this train. He knew I spotted him. They don’t like it, of course. 
Send in a report: Harry Bimardagain—vme instructions. And they 
pass the word on, wherever we’re going—Edinburgh, Aberdeen, 
Glasgow: Gwe Burrard the bird. Of course it won’t work—the 
public won’t have it—still an old fayourite. But give ’em time 
and it’ll work. And then, where am I?’ He was shouting now. 
‘Where am I? Finished, cully, finished! Well up a bleeding 
gum tree! I wouldn’t even get a licence for a boozer. All right, 
I’m getting excited. But so would you be if you knew half of 
what I know. Look—^when we get to Edinburgh—^keep close to 
me and I’ll give you the office. The one that gets off this train 
—^I’ll show him to you, no pointing, just a nudge—She’ll meet 
another of ’em who’ll be on the platform—^you’ll see.’ 

But what I did see, there and then, was that Harry G. 
Burrard, Eccentric Comedian, was already half b^my. He 
dropped off to sleep long before we reached Edinburgh, and 
as soon as the train stopped I hurried out, after giving him 
a shake, to collect Sam and Ben and then to make stire all our 
stuff was taken out of the van. By the time everything had been 
taken care of, it was quite late, and when I finally arrived at the 
digs, which I was sharing with Uncle Nick and Gissie that week, 
there was nobody in the place still up except Gissie, who 
explained where my bedroom was and then brought me my 
supper from the kitchen. 

‘Nick went off to bed, properly fed up,’ she explained. ‘He 
forgot to bring any champagne. Nothing to drink, so he’s been 
snapping my head off. V^at’s been happening to you, Dick? 
Did you meet any nice girls on the train?’ 

‘No, I had Harry G. Burrard instead.’ And over supper I 
told her what he had ssud. 

Gissie looked worried. ‘D’you think there are these people 
they’re sending round?’ 

‘Now, don’t you start, Gissie. Of course there aren’t. What 
people? And who’s supposed to be sending ’em? No, it’s all 
barmy stuff. He’s just quietly going dotty, poor old Burrard.’ 

She didn’t say anything until I’d finished supper. Then 
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when I stood up, she came closer, gripped my arm and whis¬ 
pered: ‘Don’t tell Nick—I mean about poor Burrard. He hates 
him enough already—and has complained about us having to 
follow him—says he sends them out to the bar—and if Nick 
knew about this, he’d have Burrard out of the bill before you 
could say Jack Robinson. I mean, he’s not dangerous, is he? 
Just going soft—um?’ 

I pulled a chair close to what was left of the fire—^they 
didn’t pile coal on in Edinburgh as they did in Newcastle—and 
lit my pipe. Gissie sat on a cushion near the other end of the 
fender. She gave me a smiling and rather moist glance of 
approval. I think she had been crying just before I arrived, and 
now she felt better. ‘Y’know, Dick, I can feel cosy with you. 
They’re always talking now about what women want—^votes 
and all that—but one thing most of us want is to feel cosy with 
somebody—’ 

The door opened, and she was up in a flash. Uncle Nick 
was wearing a scarlet silk dressing-gown; he looked pale and 
rumpled; there was a glitter of bad temper in his eyes. 

‘Off to bed, girl—sharp!’ Then when she had hurried past 
him, he gave me a hard look. ‘Late, weren’t you, lad?’ 

‘I was as quick as I could be, uncle. There’s no hurry in 
Scotland on Sunday nights, it seems. And I wasn’t spinning 
anything out, not when I was feeling famished.’ 

‘Well, you’re here. Get off to bed.’ 

I might be only twenty and new to everything, but I wasn’t 
having this. It didn’t real-y matter to him when I went to bed, 
but he was going to be the boss in everything and didn’t want 
me to have any will of my own. But I wasn’t another Cissie 
Mapes. I returned his hard stare. 

‘Why should I, Uncle Nick? I don’t want to go straight to 
bed when I’ve only just had my supper. I want to have a smoke 
and let it settle.’ 

‘Don’t forget you have to take that band call in the morn¬ 
ing.’ 

‘I’m not forgetting. And after all it’s not so late.’ 

‘They think it is here. But finish your pipe if you have to. 
And don’t make a noise upstairs.’ He was very curt, and didn’t 
say Good night. I stayed down there only about another ten 
minutes, mostly on principle. I remembered my mother saying— 
indeed, almost boasting—that all the OUantons were self- 
willed and obstinate. Well, I was half an OUanton. 
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Next morning i was out of the house by eight o’clock, long 
before Uncle Nick was visible. I did what I had to do backstage, 
except for the band call of course, not due to start until about 
eleven, and then took some time ofi to look at Edinburgh, It 
was a raw morning but there was sotne pale sunlight, here and 
there brushing the stone with a faint gold; and I walked about 
the beautiful old city, the first I had ever seen, in an enchant¬ 
ment. Princes Street was still unspoilt then, before the multiple 
stores had invaded it. I stared up at the Castle and at Calton 
Hill as if I were in a dream world. For an hour or so I was all 
painter, wondering how this air and stone, these warm and cold 
greys, sepias and sudden blacks, could ever be captured by a 
minimum of line and maximum of broad washes; and I almost 
forgot I had anything to do with the variety stage, which any¬ 
how seemed utterly remote fiom this scene. But as I am not 
writing here about my life as a painter, I will lingw no more 
among those delectable first glimpses but take myself, excited 
and happy, straight back to the stage door. 

It was all a wild confiision on and around the stage, with 
sets going up and props being unpacked and the stage manager 
and the electricians shouting at one another and the cleaners 
banging about in front and the orchestra coming in and tuning 
up and the performers arriving and greeting each other or 
trying to attract the attention of the stage manager and the 
electricians or sorting out their band parts. As I roamed around 
I told myself I wanted to get to know everybody and be friendly, 
but I knew that what I really wanted was to see little Nancy 
Elhs and, failing her, the tantalising Nonie Colmar and the 
splendidly dark-eyed, arm-touching Miss Julie Blane. Sex not 
friendship was the luie. 

Here I feel I ought to say something about our sexual feelings 
in those days before the First War. It will, I hope, save a lot of 
explanation later. As everybody knows, ever since then, cer¬ 
tainly in this country, sex has come more and more out into the 
open, and at the same time there has obviously been more and 
more sexual titillation, in stage shows, films, advertising. But 
what many people, especially pubUc moralists, don’t realise is 
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that this has cut both ways. The new freedom, even with all the 
new titillation thrown in, has released an amount of sexual 
feeling that was, so to speak, unhealthily dammed up in those 
days. Because less sex came out, there was all the more of it 
inside, haunting and tantalising the imagination. It was all the 
more mysterious and fascinating. You can say that because the 
girls in 1913 wore so many clothes, covering them from top to 
toe, we wondered all the oftener and harder what they would 
be like without those clothes. There was a kind of sti^ng ex¬ 
citement about the whole thing that I imagine hardly exists 
now. I was a fairly normal youth then, neither particularly 
prudish nor lecherous, but the atmosphere wss such—and I 
'hink now it was a suffocating and unhealthy atmosphere— 
that I spent half my mental life prowling uneasily on the edge 
of sexual discovery and revelation. It made sex much more a 
delicious thing in itself—Cissie’s ‘naughty but nice’ line, which 
w'as very common then—and much less a natural urge to be 
satisfied within a relationship, than it is now. On the stage, of 
course, it was all more free-and-easy and the girls showed as 
much of themselves as they were allowed to do—and as a rule 
they had uncommonly good figures—but all this was happening 
within the strict general rules, which made it all the more 
raffish and exciting. I don’t say that when I accepted Uncle 
Nick’s offer to join him, I had sex in mind, but I did very soon 
find myself infected by a confused sexual excitement, an in¬ 
creasing sense of anticipation, that made hypocritical bosh out 
of my pretence that I wa ted to get to know everybody and be 
friendly. All I really cared about were the two girls and the 
woman. 

At this band call the acts were ’aken roughly in the r unnin g 
order of the programme. I was watching Ciolmar lose his tem¬ 
per again and thump ffie stage when I found somebody standing 
very close to me. It was Nonie, now muffled in a long coat and 
skirt but still somehow suggesting a lot of sex. She had greenish 
eyes, an absurdity of a nose, and a ripe underlip, which she 
pushed out at the least provocation. ‘ My oncle,’ she said, smiling, 
‘ always is angry with orchestra.’ 

‘And my uncle won’t even come and speak to conductors.* 

‘Oo is 'e—^your oncle?’ 

I told her wnn he was and who I was. 

‘You are afraid of eem?’ 

I said, truthfully enough, that I wasn’t. Why, was she? 
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She came closer still, so that I could smell her perfume and felt 
her breast against my arm. She whispered—and I can’t bother 
with her broken English—^that I must be very brave because 
everybody she knew, except perhaps her own uncle, was 
afraid of Uncle Nick. It was not, I gathered, simply because he 
was severe and occasionally bad-tempered, which would have 
been reasonable enough, but because she and a few mysterious 
others she didn’t name really confused him with his act and 
felt that he might have some sinister magical power. And all 
the time she was telling me this, she kept as close as she could, 
and ended by jiggling hot little fingers inside the stiff collar I 
was wearing. But then she moved quickly away: her uncle had 
ended his battle with the conductor. 

With his monstrous overcoat hanging loose and wearing a 
tweed cap with its peak raised high above his long, melancholy 
face, Burrard was staring down at the conductor. 

‘Now look, Harry old man,’ the conductor was saying, ‘wc 
could play these numbers of yours in our sleep. So don’t worry. 
And when are you going to get some new numbers?’ 

‘Who told you to say that?’ Burrard demanded angiily. 

‘What do you mean, old man?’ 

‘I’m just asking you a civil question, that’s all, a civil ques¬ 
tion,’ Burrard shouted. 

‘All right, let’s get on with it, Harry.’ He tapped with his 
baton. ‘Same Entrance and Till Ready.’ 

When Burrard came off and I moved forward, he stopped 
me. ‘You ought to have waited for me yesteiday at the station, 
cully. I could have shown you if you’d given me a chance. 
There were three of ’em. There’s one outside now. Want to 
see?’ 

‘No, I’m on next.’ And I had to push past him. There was 
the same grumble there had been at Newcastle about our band 
parts, and I made up my mind to tell Uncle Nick we ought to 
replace them—and if possible improve our music. Seeing I 
was young and green, the conductor, who probably disliked 
Uncle Nick as much as Uncle Nick was ready to dislike him, 
took it out of me and several times made me look silly, so 
that I heard some sniggers both from the orchestra pit and the 
wings. I was sweating when it was over, so I went down to the 
stage door, not to leave the theatre but just to cool off. On the 
stairs I bumped into Bob Hodson, who was hurrying up, afi'aid 
that he might be late for his call. ‘See if there are any for us, 

44 



Nancy,’ he was shouting over his shoulder. This could only 
mean she was down there, asking for letters. So I stopped at the 
cubby-hole, waited until she had been handed several letters, 
and then enquired rather grandly on behalf of the whole 
Ganga Dun company. And there were in fact two for Uncle 
Nick, and I took them, though he had never asked me so far to 
collect his correspondence. 

‘Good morning, Miss Ellis,’ I said, all bright and chummy, 
though my heart was pounding away. 

She looked up from the letter she was reading. It was the 
first time I had seen her face clearly, without make-up and 
stage lighting. Her eyes weren’t blue but a warm grey. How¬ 
ever, it wasn’t warm for me. She gave me a cold stare, tilted 
her nose and chin, and without a word turned away and went 
up the stairs. I heard a light easy laugh from somebody whose 
arrival I hadn’t noticed. 

‘Good morning, Mr — what is it? — Herncastle,’ Miss 
Blanc said, smiling. ‘What have you done to her?' 

‘1 hat’s what I’m wondeiing, Miss Blane. She snubbed me 
the other night, but I thought I'd try again.’ 

‘I don’t blame you. She’s an attractive child. Just a moment.’ 
And she enquired about letters. ‘Were you about to run away— 
to hide your blushes—poor boy? If not, come up to my dressing- 
room. God!—I’m tired.’ She slipped a hand under my arm as 
w'e w'cnt upstairs. ‘We went to a party last night—yes, they 
have parties even in Edinburgh on Sunday—and poor Tommy's 
still out. That’s why I’ve come down for this wretched band 
call. If you’d told me five years ago I’d be cieeping down on a 
Monday morning to tell a music-hall orchestra what to do. 
I’d have— wtU, something <*utrageous. What did yoi say your 
name was, my dear?' 

‘Herncastle—’ 

‘No, I’m not so stupid. Your other name.’ 

"Richard. Dick.’ 

‘Yes, and you want to be a painter. Now—where am I? 
Along here, I think. Yes, here wc arc.’ 

In the dressing-room I saw her clearly for the first time, as I 
had just seen Nancy Ellis. I realise now that Julie Blane had 
run out of luck from the very start because she had been bom 
twenty years too soon. She had nothing of the cow-eyed, 
dimpled, pink-and-white prettiness still admired, especially 
on the stage, in 1913, whereas twenty years later, when the 
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Garbos and Hepburns filled the screens (and Julie Blane was 
dead and forgotten), she might have taken a place beside them. 
She had a broad if rather low forehead, finely arched eyebrows, 
wide and delicately padded cheekbones with hollows below 
them, a slightly ciuved longish nose, a wide and fiexible, thin¬ 
lipped mouth. She caught me staring at her in the mirror below 
which she had been setting out some things. 

‘Don’t stare so hard,’ she said, turning round. ‘I’m a hundred 
years old this morning. And I never was pretty.’ 

‘No, you’re not pretty—’ 

‘Gallant Dick Herncastle—’ 

‘You’re beautiful. Miss Blane.* 

‘Nonsense! But if you’re going to work so hard, flattering me, 
you might as well call me Julie.' 

‘ I’m not flattering you. I wasn’t thinking about pleasing you. 
In a sense I wasn’t considering you at all,’ I went on stubbornly. 
‘I was looking at your face as a kind of object—^and then I saw 
that it was beautiful.’ 

‘ A-ha! The artist speaks.’ 

‘Well, I’m not much of a painter yet. Don’t pretend to be. 
But even so, I am a painter—and I see with a painte»’s eye.’ 

‘And talk like a solemn young goose. Come here.’ When I 
did, she kissed me on the lips but only lightly and briefly. 
‘Thank you, Dick. We pught to be going down, I suppose. 
The band hasn’t to do much for us—I’ve only three cues for the 
conductor—but Tommy insists on just the right tempo for his 
entrance and he ought to be here to see to it himself. But I felt 
I couldn’t wake him up. Let’s go, then, Dick.’ 

‘You also happen to have a beautiful voice,’ I said, or almost 
growled, as we went along the corridor. 

‘At it again, are you? Well, I do think I have a nice voice, 
but there isn’t much happen about it. Training and hard work, 
Dick dear. For two years I was the pet slave of a wonderful old 
actress. Now about this girl—^Nancy Who’s-it—^who’s snubbing 
you so fiercely—^have you fallen in love with her, poor boy?’ 

‘Not yet. Too soon. But I think I easily might. What’s the 
matter with her? What am I supposed to have done? She doesn’t 
know me.’ 

‘No, of course not. But I think I can put you out of your 
misery. I fancy it was something yom: uncle said about their 
act, which I find rather charming—even though the men are so 
awful.’ 
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*I do too.* 

‘Especially your little Nancy. She could go a long way if 
she wanted to. But she doesn’t, her sister told me. It’s the sister 
and her husband—a silly fellow—^who are ambitious. Appar¬ 
ently Nancy isn’t at all-^oesn’t even like being on the stage. 
Odd, isn’t it, when she obviously has most of the talent in that 
act?’ 

I heard some giggling in a comer when we got down to 
the stage level. There, capering in front of Nonie, was Barney, 
our dwarf. His back was turned to me and I didn’t call out to 
him. 

‘One of your Indian colleagues, isn’t he, Dick?’ said Julie, 
sweetly malicious. Then, lowering her voice: ‘I keep telling 
myself that I ought to feel sorry for him, but I can’t help think¬ 
ing he’s a horrid little creature. And I always feel that girl’s a 
vicious little thing. But perhaps you find her exciting. I know 
Tommy rather fancied her at the beginning of the tour. Listen 
—^no, they’ve not quite finished yet. If you’d like to wait, Dick 
—and I shan’t be long—^we might have a drink, something I 
could more than do with this very minute. Would you like me 
to tell your hard-hearted little Nancy that the sins of the uncle 
should not be visited upon the innocent and admiring nephew?’ 

‘No, thank you, Julie. But I should like to wait and have that 
drink with you.’ 

As she went on-stage. Bob Hodson came off and marched 
straight up to me. He was wearing a loosely-cut suit of Harris 
tweed, the hairy kind that seems to have disappeared but was 
very popular then with men like Hodson. And, for that matter, 
he had the kind of looks, seen often on the stage then, that 
suddenly vanished about fifty years ago; dark curly hair parted 
in the middle; a square mddy face, with not much nose but a 
big chin that he jutted out as far as it would go; he was a sort of 
romantic sketch in grease paint of a naval officer. And though I 
couldn’t have produced any evidence for my belief, I knew for 
certain he was an empty man. 

‘Look here, OUanton,’ he began. 

‘My name’s not OUanton, it’s Heracastle.’ 

‘WeU, Herncastle then. You’re annoying my sister-in-law. 
Miss ElUs—’ 

‘Aimoying her? All I’ve done is to say Good morning to her. 
She can get over that, can’t she?’ 

‘She doesn’t want to speak to you, so don’t speak to her.’ 
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‘Oh—push off!’ 

‘How would you like a punch on the nose?’ 

‘Try it and see.’ And I gave him a hard stare. I was no 
bruiser, but then neither was he. Besides, I might be young and 
silly but I wasn’t empty. 

‘Well, just leave her alone in future, Homcastle—’ 

‘Hemcastle. You might as well get it right before you call 
in the police.’ 

He marched away, trying hard to fill that suit and to show 
me a grimly determined back. I didn’t feel angry with him, 
an officious ass, but I was furious with Nancy Ellis for running 
to this idiot with a complaint about me. This was worse than 
her snubbing tactics. I chased her out of my mind. No more time 
and attention to be wasted on any thought of silly little Nancy 
Ellis. 

‘Well now,’ said Julie Blane, ‘we’ll have that drink. I’ve 
been here before—not with Tommy but when I was a real 
actress on tour—and there’s quite a pleasant place where we 
all used to go, not too far from here.’ 

On our way, I asked her what Tommy Beamish was really 
like. ‘I think he’s a wonderful comedian,’ I added. ‘I’ve 
admired him for years. So I had a shock when he was so rude 
and bad-tempered—^you probably don’t remember—buj. it was 
my first night backstage—’ 

‘Oh—I remember only too well. You only had a minute 
of him—I’d several hellish hours. He was angry because that 
Monday first house was so bad. He thought the Newcastle 
Empire ought to be sold out for him, even at six-fifteen on 
Monday. And because he was feeling angry and hurt, he 
started drinking, which is something he doesn’t usually do 
between performances. Then—^what is he really like? Oh dear! 
What can I say? A lollipop with a fish-hook inside it? Or the 
other way round. Wormwood with a chocolate centre? Oh— 
it’s too difficult, i:\sk me sometime when we’re sitting quietly 
with an hour or two to spare. Then, if you feel like it, you can 
explain that Old Nick uncle of youis, who doesn’t seem to me— 
or to anybody else—exactly a charmer. But I’m assuming now 
we’re going to be friends, Dick. Are we? ’ 

‘I’d like it very much,’ I told her, not using her bantciing 
tone. ‘ Even if you weren’t you—or say, only half you—I would. 
I’m feeling rather friendless so far on the variety stage.’ 

‘Bless your heart, so am I, my dear. It’s not my kind of world, 
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my kind of acting, and they’re not my sort of people. Well 
then, Dick, we’ll be friends as far as we can be. I say that 
because Tommy can be very demanding and—must warn 
you—can easily be very jealous. And the fact that it was an 
innocent friendship—and—^horrors!—I’m nearly old ^nn u gh to 
be your mother—wouldn’t make him any less jealous. We had 
an old clown-fiddler—a darling old thing—with us on this bill 
as far as Manchester, and we became friends—^he told me 
fascinating circus stories by the hour—and Tommy hated it. 
In fact I believe he rang up the agent and got the old man 
taken out of our bill. He swore black and blue he hadn’t, when 
I charged him with it—I was furious and threatened to walk 
out—^but even so I think he was lying. Tommy can lie like the 
devil, though sometimes out of pure kindness. He’s a most 
complicated character, which is probably why he’s such a 
wonderful comedian. And you’re right, he is. Amd I ought to 
know, after months of him twice-nightly, and never knowing 
what he’s going to do or say next and sometimes completely 
drying because I want to laugh so much. I’ve heard of star 
comics who insist—absolutely insist —on the people playing 
with them pretending to be overcome. But not Tommy Beamish. 
It’s agony sometimes trying to play this idiotic indignant woman 
with a straight face.’ 

We turned into an expensive-looking bar, and there at the 
counter was old Courtenay, who waved a hand at Julie. He 
was standing at the edge of a group all dashingly dressed and 
obviously actors and actresses out of some play on tour. Several 
of them knew Julie and there were embraces and kisses and 
cries of ‘ Darling, darling! ’ and in a flash the woman I had been 
with vanished and in her place was a high-voiced excited 
creature quite strange to me. As I dubiously watched and lis¬ 
tened to this transformed Julie, not having been taken into 
the group yet myself, I had that odd feeling that somebody I 
knew, somewhere in the place, was staring hard at me. I 
looked around. Uncle Nick and Cissie were sitting at a small 
table. And he was staring very hard at me. I went across. 

He looked so angry that I felt I had to lie to him. ‘Hello, 
Uncle Nick! Here are two letters foi you. Miss Blane told me 
you might be here.’ 

‘ If you’ve any sense, lad, you’ll keep away from Miss Blane. 
Sit dowm.’ He began reading his letters. Cissie, who looked a 
bit tawdry in tha t place and probably knew it, gave me an 
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appealing look, as if asking me to be tactful because Uncle Nick 
was in one of his moods. I replied with an understanding nod. She 
sipped her port-and-lemon or whatever it was in a manner 
so ladylike that she looked idiotic. Uncle Nick pocketed his 
letters, filled his glass fi*om the half-bottle of champagne, and 
stared darkly across at the theatrical group. 

*Look at ’em. Like a lot of powdered apes. Which is about 
what they are. Nothing of their own. They aren’t anything till 
somebody tells ’em what to say and what to do. Conceited 
apes.’ 

‘Nick’s quite right,’ Cissie told me. 

But this didn’t help. ‘Richard will believe me or he won’t, 
girl. I don’t think a testimonial from you will make any differ¬ 
ence. But I’m warning you, lad. Keep away firom that woman, 
Blane.’ 

‘But why, uncle? She seems quite sensible and friendly, not 
like most of the others.’ 

‘You don’t have to bother with any of ’em. I don’t, do I?’ 

‘No, but I have to see more of them—’ 

‘ Not much more. Don’t forget I’ve been years in this business. 
Now what’s she up to?’ He was looking at Julie Blane, who was 
walking towards us carrying a bottle and a glass. I got up, but 
Uncle Nick didn’t move. 

‘Good morning,’ she said to them brightly. Cissie muttered 
something but if Uncle Nick spoke, I didn’t hear him. There 
was now an angry sparkle, in Julie’s eye, but she smiled at me 
as she gave me the glass and the opened bottle of lager. ‘Dick, 
I promised you a drink so here it is. I’ve met some old friends, 
so—if you don’t mind —* 

‘No, of course not. Thank you, Julie.’ 

She swept away—something that women, especially ac¬ 
tresses, could do then with some style—and I sat down and 
began pouring out the lager. 

‘So it’s Dick and Julie already, is it?’ Uncle Nick was 
obviously angry. ‘All right, I’ll have to talk straight to you, 
lad. I knew I’d have to do it sooner or later when I gave you 
this job. You’re a nice-looking lad and so fiir you know nothing 
and you’ve been nowhere. For somebody like that woman, 
Julie Blane, you’re firesh meat to a tiger. I know what I’m 
talking about when I tell you to keep away fi*om her. If you 
don’t, sooner or later she’ll eat you for breakfast.’ He stopped 
to take a drink. 
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‘He’s right, Dick, I know he is,’ Cissie told me earnestly. 
‘I’m sure you don’t tmderstand yet—’ 

‘That’s enough from you, Cissie,’ said Uncle Nick sharply. 
‘ In fact I’d do this a lot better without you. Pop off to the Ladies 
or something.’ 

She got up slowly, with an injured air, and then moved off 
with a rather pathetic attempt at ladylike dignity. 

Uncle Nick, watching her go, said: ‘Ever noticed—or are 
you too young—^that girls like Cissie—and above all, tarts— 
always go for a pee trying to look like duchesses? ’ He waited a 
moment and then looked hard at me, half-closing his eyes and 
almost squinting. But he no longer spoke angrily. ‘You think 
I’m prejudiced against Julie Blane, don’t you, lad?’ 

‘\Vell, uncle, it’s beginning to look like it,’ I replied rather 
sulkily. 

‘I’m narrow-minded and suspicious. I’m just a variety turn 
and she’s been a West End actress. And so on and so fortli—eh? 
Well, let me tell you a few things about Miss Julie Blane. If 
you knew a bit more, you’d have been asking yourself what the 
hell she’s doing here, playing feed twice-nightly to a comic— 
rough stuff—and then going back to his digs every night for 
some even rougher stuff—-because I’ve heard some queer 
stories about Tommy Beamish’s private life.’ 

‘I may not know much,’ I mumbled, feeling embarrassed, 

‘ but I have wondered about all that.’ 

‘She was a good actress and began playing leading parts. 
But then she took to the bottle. And let me say here, lad, 
there’s far less excuse for them than there is for us on the halls. 
We have to make an immediate effect, all on our own, most of 
the time with big noisy audiences. Then when we’ve done it 
once, we have to sit in our dressing-rooms, just waiting to do 
it again. That’s where weak silly chaps like Tommy Beamish 
come unstuck. And he hardly picked a temperance reformer 
when he picked Julie Blane. She was drinking so hard that one 
night she fell flat on her face on the stage of the Comedy 
Theatre. Then it was good-bye to the West End. She had to 
take what she could get, and what she got was Tommy Beamish, 
twice-nightly on the stage and once-nighdy, but with trimmings, 
on or round the bed.’ He gave a contemptuous glance in her 
direction—and I knew she was still there because I had heard 
her laugh come ringing out—and then looked at me, darkly 
triumphant. ‘Now do you see what I mean?’ 
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I didn’t reply. Suddenly I hated him, not because he’d 
destroyed some wonderful image of Julie Blane—hadn’t one 
then and only admired her looks and manner and welcomed her 
friendliness—^but because there seemed something so hard and 
mean about that triumphant look of his, because he’d enjoyed 
telling me, without a flicker of compassion, what a mess she’d 
made of her life and stage career. I felt vaguely there was in 
him a dark and wicked envy of anybody and anything of finer 
quality, a hatred, half contemptuous, half envious, of any kind of 
life more generous and therefore more vulnerable than his own. 
He was like that Sunday-newspaper public which enjoys 
nothing better than seeing a reputation clawed down, muti¬ 
lated, covered with muck. He was idl right; he had everything 
well arranged and nicely under control; if other people couldn’t 
live along the same tight hard line, let ’em sufler. 

Something of what I felt must have showed. ‘All right, 
lad, you do see what I mean, but you don’t like it and just now 
you don’t like me. I’ll have to bear it. But there’s one thing.’ 
He produced a card. ‘I met a man I know here earlier this 
morning. I told him about you, and he gave me this for you.’ 
He gave me the card, which admitted me as a temporary 
member to the Edinburgh Arts Club. ‘You might find it useful, 
might not. Only—don’t go there when I mighty want you, 
that’s all, lad.’ 

I realised then that although I thought I knew all about 
people, in fact I didn’t understand them at all. Just when I’d 
turned Uncle Nick int6 one kind of man, he’d turned himself 
into somebody quite different. It wouldn’t have been easy for 
him to ask a favour of anybody, but now he’d just done it 
entirely for my sake. I thanked him in a mumbling and shame¬ 
faced fashion, feeling very young. 

‘You could go along there and have a snack if you wanted 
to,’ he told me. 

Cissie came back now, sat down as if we weren’t there, and 
sipped her drink. 

‘I’d like to, uncle, but I don’t think I’ll have time. I wanted 
to pick up a sandwich somewhere, then hurry to the digs for 
my gear and do a quick sketch or two while it’s fine.’ 

‘It may be fine,’ said Cissie, still looking away from us, 
‘but you could easily catch your death of cold.’ 

‘Go on then, lad. Take the opportunity. We may be re¬ 
hearsing most of next week. But I’ll explain about that after 
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the first house. Oh und see you’re there in good time tonight 
to check everything with Sam and Ben.’ 

Well, I did some sketching, and then was backstage by 
quarter to six, a minute or two before Sam and Ben arrived. 
We had a little trouble with the mechanical part of the levi¬ 
tation effect, which needed oiling, but everything else seemed 
in good order. When I went up to put on my costume and make¬ 
up, which Hislop had taught me how to do in five minutes, I 
ran slap into Nonie, tripping down with a cloak over her 
glittering bodice and tights. When I said ‘Sorry!’, she laughed, 
pushed her breasts hard against me, wriggled a bit, then dodged 
under my arms, leaving me feeling excited even though I 
didn’t really care for her. 

It was a thin and gloomy house, and when I stood with 
T^ncle Nick in the wings, while Burrard was desperately 
waving his arms and shouting his head off. Uncle Nick mut¬ 
tered; ‘I can’t follow this silly bugger much longer. He'll have 
to go, contract or no contract.’ When he came off, to the faintest 
rattle of applause, Burrard tried to say something but Uncle 
Nick told him to shut up and walked away. The band played 
our opening music as if half of them were reading the evening 
papers. As I went on, following Sam and Ben, I could hear 
Uncle Nick complaining to the stage manager. Fortunately 
there was nothing ingratiating about Ganga Dun, very much a 
haughty, aloof and contemptuous Indian magician, so that 
Uncle Nick could play him equally well if he was out of temper, 
except that he was apt then to force the pace of the act and so 
increase the danger of something going wrong. He knew and I 
knew that Cissie was slo'*' again dropping out of the box into 
the pedestal, but the audience didn’t—but then they gave little 
sign of knowing anything. After taking a perfunctory call, 
Uncle Nick hurried off. I stayed behind with Sam and Ben, 
though it was their job to make sure everything was ready for 
the second performance, chiefly to let Uncle Nick take it out of 
poor Cissie and the management and anybody else before I 
went up. On the stairs I passed Nancy Ellis, looking hellishly 
attractive in her stage costume, but it was stony face passing 
stony face. I didn’t have to bother with that one. 

Uncle Nick had taken off his robe and turban and was 
sitting in an old dressing-gown, smoking a cigar he didn’t 
seem to be enjoying. ‘I thought you took a band call this 
morning,’ he began at once. 
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*I did. And the opening music was all right—’ 

‘Perhaps you don’t listen—’ 

‘I listen, uncle. I’m more interested in music than you are. 
I was thinking this morning it’s time we had some new band 
parts and some better music.’ 

He pointed his cigar at me. ‘You’re only twenty. You don’t 
know anything. You’ve only been on the job five minutes. 
Now you’re telling me how to run my act. I’ve half a mind to 
tell you to bugger off. Now let’s have less of your bloody cheek, 
lad.’ 

‘All right. Uncle Nick. If you think I’m cheeky, I’m sorry. 
I’m not trying to be. I like the act. I’m proud of it. I’m ready 
to do everything I can to help you with it.’ 

He looked at me rather strangely. I couldn’t tell what his 
look meant because after all he was still half an Indian magician. 
He flicked the ash off his cigar. ‘I believe you, Richard. I don’t 
know why I should, but I do. Now if you’ve anything to say— 
spit it out.’ 

‘Look, uncle. You don’t take band calls because you don’t 
like musical directors. Well, they don’t like you.’ 

‘I’m not asking ’em to like me, lad. All I ask is that they do 
their work properly, just as I do mine—the work they’re paid 
to do—’ 

‘Yes, but perhaps they aren’t paid very much—’ 

‘I know, I know,’ he said irritably. ‘Where d’you think I’ve 
been these last ten years? They like to be sweetened—a fiver— 
some drinks and cigars while you tell ’em what a good band 
they have. And I object to it. On principle I object to it. I’ve 
complained more than once botli to agents and managements.’ 

I said nothing for a moment or two, just looked at him. 
‘I did my best this morning. I’ll do my best every Monday 
morning. I promise you that, uncle. But don’t take it out of 
me if they don’t like your attitude. Now what are we going 
to be rehearsing next week? ’ 

‘Ah—I’ll show you.’ He brought out a number of diagrams, 
now his eager, simpler and happier self, a creator. ‘It’s the 
bike trick, of course. But not with the bike disappearing, just 
the rider. The effect is—you see a man riding up to this open 
doorway, then the bike goes through and the man vanishes. 
And that’ll make ’em sit up, except on Monday in Edinburgh. 
Now this is how it’s done.’ And he showed me the diagrams, 
which he had drawn himself to an exact scale. Later, Uncle 
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Nick sold this Vanishing Cyclist effect to an American illus< 
ionist for, I think, seven thousand five hundred dollars; and, 
for all I know, somebody somewhere may still be doing the 
trick; so that even now I don’t feel I ought to give away its 
secret. But it wasn’t—^as people used to say—‘all done by 
mirrors’. The doorway and the bit of wall surrounding it were 
not as simple as they looked; two identical bicycles, built speci¬ 
ally to Uncle Nick’s order, were used. And I was told there and 
then that I would have to be the cycUst. 

‘I’m not trying to dodge anything, uncle. But remember 
I’m no lightweight, and while I can ride a bike I’m no trick 
cyclist cither.’ 

‘It has to be you, lad. Cissie would be wrong, and anyhow 
they’ll have seen her in the levitation and the box trick. Sam’s 
too old and stiff, and Ben’s not quick enough. Barney is—he 
can be very sharp 'vlicn he wants to be—but he’d look wrong. 
I’d gladly do it myself—I could, easy—but I’ve got to be di- 
veiting their attention with my ‘Ready—steady— GoJ '—the 
first lines I’ve ever given myself to speak—and then the green 
flash, otherwise we haven't a chance.’ 

‘I wouldn’t have thought we had even then. It seems too 
cheeky.’ 

‘I know' what I’m doing, lad. This is my business, and I’m 
a master of it. Everything depends on the two seconds—or 
even a bit less than that—^when they think they’re staring hard 
and they aien’t. It’s all in the split-second timing. Which means 
we’ll be rehearsing mo«« of next week, when I’ll have all the 
equipment I need for the effect. That’s what those two letters 
were about, this morning. Now take another look at these 
diagrams. Everything’s here.’ He was proud of his diagrams. 

‘Of course you understand all this and I don’t,’ I said, after 
looking at the diagrams again. ‘But fiom these I can’t see why 
you can’t do what you originally intended to do—to make both 
the rider and the bike disappear.’ 

‘I’ll tell you why,’ he said pleasantly, almost giving me a 
smile. All his usual impatience a id prejudice and arrogance 
never showed when he began to discuss this kind of problem. 
‘The vanishing—as T have it now—still isn’t good enough 
unless there’s something to take their eye at once. If, after 
the green flasl they sec that bright new bicycle going through 
the doorway, i .eir eyes and their attention will have to follow 
it. Mind you, Richard, I’ll tell ’em on the programme what 
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to expect—the cyclist vanishing in the doorway while his 
cycle goes through it. So that’s what they’ll expect to see— 
and what they will see. And there’s nothing original about 
that, Richard. These twerps are having it done to them all their 
lives. They see what they’re told they’ll see.’ He was back on the 
familiar sardonic hard line again. 

I risked a gibe. ‘You’re not exactly one of these big-hearted 
variety artistes who love their audiences, are you. Uncle Nick? 
I keep reading about them.’ 

‘So do I, lad.’ His tone was very dry. ‘I’ve even met a few— 
they have the fourpenny gallery singing idiotic choruses.’ 

‘You don’t seem even to like yours, Uncle Nick.’ 

‘ I’ve told you before, lad—I despise the silly sods. And don’t 
imagine your Tommy Beamish, the great comic, is any different. 
Not deep down, where he’s all so mixed up he’s really half 
barmy. He earns two hundred and fifty a week showing these 
people a reflection of themselves in a trick mirror, just looking 
a bit sillier than they are. He doesn’t really like ’em any more 
than I do. Look at it. These thickheads come crowding into 
variety theatres to be flattered a bit, to clap or boo or walk out 
to demonstrate their power, and to forget for a coupje of hours 
all the bloody mess outside. Yes, everything in the papers that 
they don’t know what to do about—delicate women being 
forcibly fed, strikes and lock-outs, civil war in Ulster, govern¬ 
ment scandals about shjfrcs, Germany looking more and more 
dangerous. We’re all slithering into a bog, lad. Here, give me 
those diagrams. They may be about a bit of nonsense, to make 
twice-nightly tows of twerps gape and clap, but as far as I'm 
concerned they’re a little patch of sanity and reasonableness. 
Now listen.’ 

He waited a moment, as if needing a little time to return to 
his comparatively simple and earnest professional self. ‘All 
right, they’ll see what we tell ’em they’ll see. But of course it 
isn’t as easy as that. We have to rehearse the trick over and over 
and over again—and you won’t enjoy it, lad—until we get a 
split-second timing. Everything will be slowed up before the 
vanishing, so that the minds of the audience will still be moving 
in slow time when we’ll be working unbelievably fast. That’s 
the secret, lad. It’s really how I get away with the old box 
trick, which I wouldn’t bother with if I hadn’t thought of that 
slowly closing lid, which makes ’em feel that Cissie’s still 
settling down into the box when she’s already out of it zmd into 

56 



the pedestal. I’ve read every book I can find on conjuring and 
illusionists’ effects, all about misdirection, false choices, and the 
rest of it; but not one of them secs the importance of this slow 
time in the audience’s mind when you’re working fast on the 
stage. It’s my speciality, Richard.’ 

There was a knock, and he frowned, clearly not wanting to 
be disturbed when he was happily explaining himself. ‘All 
right, all right,’ he shouted. ‘ Come in.’ 

It was Barney. He was still wearing his enormous turban 
and dark make-up but no robe, simply his own dwarfish shirt 
and trousers. Everything about him looked idiotic except his 
eyes, half blind with fear. I wanted to creep away but Uncle 
Nick chrekf'd me. ‘No, lad, you’d better listen to this.’ Then 
he stared at Barney. 

■ Mis’ Ollanton,’ Barney began in his jerky spluttery fashion, 
‘Sam said—you wanted to sec me, Mis’ Ollanton—’ 

‘'fhen where have you been? Hanging about the women— 
trying to turn yourself into a pet dog?’ 

‘Xo, no. Mis’ Ollanton. Jus’ been—’ But he couldn’t think 
hat had been keeping him. 

‘I’ve a letter here from an agency in London, Barney.’ 
Uncle Nick snatched up the first that came to hand, then 
pretended to glance through it. ‘Little men aren’t in great 
demand, Barney. More than a dozen of’em here. Want three 
pounds ten, some of’em. Others are available at thiec pounds 
and even two pounds ten. I’m paying you four, Barney.’ 

‘Yes, Mis’ Ollanton ve.y good—but I work hard. Mis’ 
Ollanton—’ Barney shook his head desperately, put a hand 
to his forehead, and so removed "ome of his make-up. 

‘Don’t touch anything now lU'til you’ve washed that muck 
off,’ said Uncle Nick sharply. ‘Now I’m not trying to beat 
you dowm a few shillings, Barney. I’m warning you. And this 
is the last time. You were slow again diopping in the Rival 
Magician effect—’ 

‘ Mis’ Ollanton, sir, it’s them stilt-boots. Sam says—’ 

‘Don’t tell me what Sam or anybody says. Go wash your 
hands and then bring those stilt-boots. But if I find they’re 
all right and it’s you? carelessness, this is your last warning, 
Barney. If vou’re slow again. I’ll wire London for another 
dwarf—that’s dl it’ll take, a wire—and you’re out— out' 

After poor jamey had scuttled away, Uncle Nick pointed 
his cigar at me. ‘Don’t ever be soft with him because you 
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feel Sony for him. He’ll take advantage of it—sharp. He doesn’t 
like us, y’know—Abates us—I mean us men. He fancies the women 
all right, so long as they don’t laugh at him—then he hates 
them worse than he does us.’ 

The second house wasn’t much better than the first, but 
nothing went wrong during the act. I had supper with Uncle 
Nick and Gissie and all three of us were rather dreziry and went 
to bed early. It was still fine, though cold, on Tuesday, and I 
was able to do some sketching just outside the city during the 
morning. After some dithering I presented that card at the 
Arts Club and had a late lunch there, sitting next to a gnarled 
old Scot, who told me that his natural deep love of his native 
moors and glens had ruined him as a landscape painter, because 
they were too picturesque and encouraged sloppy bad art. 
The next day it rained, so in the afternoon I went to the art 
gallery. There were not many people in there but one of them, 
a small and rather forlorn figure in that setting, was Nancy 
Ellis. I took the stony face I showed her along to the water¬ 
colour room, which was empty, and not asking to be crowded 
on a darkish November afternoon. I was peering at some early 
nineteenth-century ink-and-wash drawings when* I heard 
somebody enter. Then a throat was delicately cleared. 

‘There’s something I want to say to you,’ said Nancy Ellis. 
She was wearing a tweed coat that looked too big for her, and 
one of those anglers’ tweed hats that girls sometimes wore 
then, with a lot of fair curls escaping from it. She had no make¬ 
up on and her face was pale, serious, not trying to look pretty. 

‘Is there? Well, go on.’ 

‘You needn’t sound like that.’ 

‘I’m sorry, but I don’t want to be snubbed again—’ 

‘I can’t be snubbing you if I’ve just come up to talk to you,’ 
she said indignantly. ‘I call that stupid.’ 

‘So do I. I’m feeling a bit stupid.’ 

‘Well, you were engrossed in the pictures, weren’t you? 
So it’s my fault. But I wanted to tell you that I didn’t ask 
Bob—Bob Hodson, my brother-in-law—to talk to you like that. 
I said something silly to Susie, my sister, and she must have said 
something to him, and then—^well, he’s rather like that—always 
interfering and trying to be important.’ 

‘Did he tell you he’d spoken to me?’ 

‘No. Actually it was Julie Blane. She overheard him. And 
last night, when she was going along to her dressing-room 
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and I’d just come out of mine—^it was after the last show—she 
stopped me and told me about it—and about you. She’s 
interested in you, isn’t she?’ 

‘ I doubt it.’ 

‘Oh yes, she is. I can tell. Susie and Bob are always telling 
me to keep away from her. They don’t like her.’ 

‘They don’t seem to like anybody—’ 

‘That’s the limit, coming from you!’ 

‘Why me?’ I was genuinely surprised. 

‘W’cll, what about your frightful uncle? He’s the one who 
hates everybody.’ 

'^Ve had raised our voices by this time, and then we noticed 
there were two other people in the room, a tall thin pair with 
those pulled-down Edinburgh mouths, who were staring at us 
with intense disapproval. 

“Come on,’ I muttered. And as soon as we were out of 
the room I said that explanations weren’t over, they’d hardly 
begun, and that we ought to find a teashop. She said she didn’t 
know that she ought, that she’d half-pioniiscd her sister to do 
something or other, that it was raining, and kept on showing 
reluctance light up to the entranre to the teashop, though 
somehow she found it and I didn’t. There, snug in a corner, 
she took oil her floppy hat and shook out her curls, robbing 
them of the diamond raindrops tliat I can recall to this day. 
Over the tea, the scones, the jam, we stopped sparring and 
began confiding in each other, all ears but even more—all 
eyes. 

Because she insisted that I should explain myself first, I told 
her how I had come to join Uncle Nick, simply because I 
could earn more money than I could in an office and so per¬ 
haps find it easier to become a professional painter. Then she 
told me that her parents had been theatrical people, working 
mostly in musical comedy and concert parties, that her father 
had died and her mother had married again and had gone to 
Australia, leaving Susie, five years older than she was, to look 
after her. She'd been in some kino of act with Susie and Bob 
for the last two years. 

‘But they don’t like being in variety. And Susie’s very 
ambitious. Bob only thinks he is, but she really is. But she wants 
either to be in 'nusical comedy, if they can find the right parts 
together, or to un their own concert party. Bob’s very keen on 
that idea. He fancies himself as a great runner of things, 
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though Susie will have to do most of the real work. And she 
will too. Have you been in front?’ 

‘Yes, on the Monday in Newcastle. It’s a very good act.* 

‘Susie’s scrumptious, isn’t she?’ 

‘No. I mean—she’s all right. But you’re the one.’ 

‘Oh—^no!’ She scowled at me. ‘That’s silly. You’re saying 
that because you think I’ll be pleased. Well, I’m not.’ 

‘I can see that. But I’m not trying to flatter you, I’m telling 
the truth. You carry that act. I thought you were wonderful.’ 
And as I looked at that pale resentful face, still not free of its 
scowl and hardly looking even passably pretty at that moment, 
I thought—and, I must admit, longingly—of the stage Nancy, 
so enchantingly gay and saucy, of those ravishing and witty 
legs, and of that Maytime of painted flats and coloured lights. 
And suddenly I felt miserable, because I wanted to believe in 
reality and not in theatrical illusion. 

‘Why are you looking like that?’ she demanded. 

‘I was wondering which is really you—’ 

‘This is me—the real me. Why are you being so silly? I’m a 
serious girl—and I believe in serious things. That’s not me, 
capering and larking about, showing my legs and being cheeky. 
I’m only like that because it’s what Susie and Bob want. I’m 
trying to please them—especially Susie—’ 

‘Not the public?’ 

‘No.’ She pulled a face. 

‘Well, all I can say, Nancy, is that you pleased me—enor¬ 
mously. I think I’m more than half in love with that saucy 
girl in the act.’ And as soon as I had made this fatuous rcmai k, 
I regretted it. 

She looked disgusted. ‘I can see we’re not going to be friends. 
Do you want any more tea? ’ 

‘Yes, please. By the way, I must be at least two years older 
than you.’ 

‘What’s that got to do with it?’ Her look and tone were icy. 

‘After all, what are you being so serious about?’ 

‘What are you? Legs?’ 

‘Legs come into it, if they’re worth looking at. As I told you, 
I want to be a painter. That’s what I take seriously—-painting.’ 

I was rather grand about this, as one is at twenty. ‘ It it had been 
fine this afternoon, I’d have been out sketching. The art gallery 
was the next best thing. I know what I’m doing. But what’s 
this great seriousness of yours all about? ’ 
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‘Life,’ she announced with immense solemn pride. And then 
suddenly and quite unexpectedly she laughed. So I laughed. 
Then we both laughed together. Now warm and steamy, the 
teashop was filling up, but we still had our corner to ourselves. 

‘Now what about my fiightful uncle, as you called him?’ 

‘We’re against liim,’ she declared prompdy. ‘He started it. 
He told the agent, who told Bob, that he loathed our act and 
didn’t want it booked on the same bill. He seems to hate ever) - 
body. What’s the matter with him?’ 

‘At the moment I couldn’t begin to explain him,’ I told her. 
‘Before I came into variety—and of course I’ve only just made a 
beginning—I used to think I knew about people, but now 
suddenly everybody seems so contradictory.’ 

‘Including me, I suppose?’ 

‘Well—^yes—^you too.’ I think my tone was rueful. 

This brought me something new—a slow sweet smile, 
arriving from some mysterious feminine de]>th. ‘I bet you never 
knew anything about people. Perhaps you’re just a bit closer 
to them now, that’s all. But if we’i'e ever going to be friends—’ 

‘And I hope we are,’ I threw in quickly. 

‘Well, perhaps, perhaps not. I’m not like Susie and Bob, 
good old pals with anybody. And w’c w'on t even make a start— 
and I don’t count this—unless you understand that this is 
the real me, not that cheeky fake in the show.’ She waited a 
moment, but this time I kept quiet. ‘I must be going. And 
thank you for the lovelv tea.’ 

That night, after ^vt' ’ finished at the second house, w'hich 
gave Unrlc Nick a gottd reception, I changed at once and 
watched in the wings, on the sid I knew she never used, Susie, 
Kancy, and Three Gentlemen. She Ic't me entranced all over again. 
It w as maddening. 
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The train we took from Edinburgh was very different from 
the one the Sunday before: it was a corridor train and had a 
dining-car; a- 1 we had a whole coach reserved for us. Uncle 
Nick and Cis..ie had gone on by car, and Tommy Beamish and 
Julie were missing too; but all the rest of us were there. In 
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Edinburgh I had bought a long thick overcoat, nearly as big 
as Uncle Nick’s though not as grand, and a dark grey trilby 
to match it, so that I rather fancied my appearance. I shared a 
compartment with Sam and Ben, who stared glumly at Sunday 
newspapers, and Barney, who was excited and restless and kept 
popping in and out and talking all kinds of nonsense. There 
were patches of fog along the line so that at times we only crept 
along. I was out in the corridor, hoping to catch at lezist a 
glimpse of some fine scenery, when I found Nancy at my elbow. 
She was looking pale and rather tired, but there was something 
enormously attractive and appealing about her smudged grey 
eyes. 

‘Hello! I was wondering if you’d like to be introduced 
properly to Susie and the others.’ 

‘Yes, please, Nancy. And my name is Herncastle—Richard 
Hemcastle—Dick—’ 

‘I know. Come on.’ 

I’ve had warmer welcomes than the one I received in that 
compartment. Susie, a sharp-featured brunette, was sufficiently 
polite, but clearly didn’t regard me as a great treat. Bob Hodson 
gave me a nod but no smile, and he returned in three seconds flat 
to the newspaper he had been reading. But Ambrose and 
Esmond, the two ‘puffs’, were fiicndly and eager to talk. 
Ambrose favoured blu9, Esmond brown, otherwise they 
looked almost like twins, both with wavy hair, thin and 
delicate faces, high voices. (But their life lines, now exactly 
parallel, were soon to rush away from each other, for while 
Esmond vanished in the mud and ruin of Paschendaele, Ambrose 
by the middle 1920s was one of tlie most successful comic actors 
on the West End stage.) And they spoke so quickly and ex¬ 
citedly, and so often over lapped, that I never really knew which 
of them was talking. 

‘Nancy says you don’t really want to be on the stage.’ This 
was Susie, and I guessed at once she was not simply mak¬ 
ing polite conversation. ‘You want to be an artist—or some¬ 
thing.’ 

I didn’t deny this. 

‘It’s our life,' said Susie. ‘The Theatre’s in our blood.' She 
looked sharply from me to Nancy. 

‘And every bit of it,’ cried Ambrose and Esmond, ‘including 
the box office.’ 

Bob Hodson looked up from his paper. ‘Not funny.’ As he 
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looked down again, Ambrose, Esmond and Nancy exchanged 
bright glances. 

‘Certainly the box office,’ said Susie firmly. ‘I’m a pro, not 
an amateur. And one day I’ll be in management.’ She gave me 
a smiling look, opening her eyes as wide as she could. They were 
quite unlike Nancy’s—a hardish raw umber. ‘Nancy feels just 
as I do, though she pretends not to—as you may have gathered.’ 
Nancy scowled but said nothing. ‘Of course I mean the real 
Theatre, not this awful variety nonsense.’ 

‘Twice-nightly, dears,’ cried Ambrose and Esmond. ‘Just 
before or just after the fish-and-chips. And they’re so much 
better after.^ 

‘We’re all longing to get back. Even Nancy—aren’t you, 
darling?’ 

‘No, I’m not.’ Nancy looked and sounded mutinous. 

‘How can you say that? You know very well you hate this 
twice-nightly touring—’ 

‘ Of course I do. But that doesn’t mean I’m longing to get 
bark to the Theatre—or soxnc idiotic pier pavilion—’ 

‘All those waves and crashingsV This, of course, was either 
Ambrose or Esmond, perhaps both. ‘And always too fine to 
go in or too w ct to turn out. And all the dear kiddies, bang in 
the centre, wanting to be taken out to wee-wee!’ 

‘Oh—shut up, you two,’ said Bob. 

‘I’m not longing to get back there,’ Nancy continued, still 
scowling a little, ‘or to anywhere else. I’m not longing for 
anything. I wish I was.' 

‘ She has such talent too,’ Susie smd to me. ‘ Don’t you think so, 
Mr Herncastle? ’ 

‘Yes, I think she’s wonderful ’ This brought me a special 
scowl for myself. And I think if we’d been alone I would have 
kissed her, even if it had meant having my face slapped. I 
noticed that Ambrose and Esmond, who were quick and intu¬ 
itive, gave me a look and then exchanged more bright glances. 

‘What I’d like to know,’ said Bob, laying aside his paper, 
‘ Is why youi uncle is so bloody disagreeable.’ 

‘Now, Bob!’ said his wdfe. But she looked at me enquiringly. 

‘Well, don’t you think he is, Herncastle?’ 

‘Sometimes—^yes. But then you see he doesn’t enjoy per¬ 
forming—doe- I’t think of himself as an actor—only enjoys 
working out ii.^w tricks and effects.’ 

‘He’s veiy clever, of course,’ Susie admitted. 
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‘Marvellous!’ Ambrose and Esmond cried. ‘But when we 
tried to watch him from the wings, he flew into the most 
terrible rage—absolutely terrified us.’ 

‘Go on,’ Nancy said to me. ‘You haven’t finished yet, have 
you, Dick?’ 

‘I was only going to say that most people want other people 
to like them. Well, Uncle Nick doesn’t. It’s all the same to 
him if they dislike him.’ 

‘We know that,’ said Nancy, falsely sweet. ‘Does it run in 
the family? ’ 

‘Stop flirting, dear,’ cried Ambrose or Esmond. ‘Look— 
you’re making him blush.’ 

‘Oh—don’t be stupid.’ But she didn’t look at them but at 
me, as if she regretted having asked me into the compartment. 
However, the next moment the door was violently jerked 
open, and there was Barney, all grin and jiggling tiny legs. 
Whenever he opened a door like this, his appearance was 
startling, at its most dwarfish and freakish. 

‘Mis’ Herncastle, Mis’ Herncastle,’ Barney began, all 
excited, pleased with himself, and silly, as I realised at once. 
‘Nonie wants see you, Nonie wants see you. Nome’s sitting 
with us, Mis’ Herncastle. She sent special message, Mis' 
Herncastle. Listen, Mis’ Herncastle—’ 

‘ Oh—^push off,’ Bob shouted at him. 

‘Not talking to you.’ barney may have been afraid of Uncle 
Nick, but he cared nothing for any Bob Hodsons. 

‘I said —push off".* And Bob got up, though in fact I was 
standing between him and Barney. 

‘What you say. Mis’ Herncastle?’ 

‘Well, I don’t particularly want to see Nonie, but I’ll be 
coming back in a minute or two. You run along, Barney.’ 

He went at once. 

‘Like touring with a bloody circus,’ Bob grumbled. ‘Do 
you have to have a freak like that.-’ ’ 

‘Bob, don’t be so hard. He hasn’t got two heads or anything.’ 
This was Ambrose or Esmond—^perhaps a duet. ‘He’s just a 
little man. He can’t help it, poor thing! ’ 

‘That’s what I keep telling myself,’ said Nancy. 

‘He can help the way be behaves,’ said Susie, looking 
disgusted. ‘The horrible little wretch. One night—^where was it? 
—Liverpool?—^he came up behind me and put his arms round 
my waist—^nearly frightened me out of my hfe.’ 
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‘My God! Why didn’t you tell me?’ This was Bob the dwarf- 
killer. 

‘Don’t be silly, Bob,’ said Nancy. ‘We can’t be telling you 
things like that all the time. If he can manage it at all, he’s a 
toucher —and not the only one, though he has more excuse, I 
suppose, poor little mannic.’ She looked at me. ‘Don’t forget 
your Nonie’s waiting for you.’ 

‘She isn’t my Nonie. I’ve hardly spoken to her. This ij 
just some bit of mischief that she and Barney have cooked 
betw een them. He’s always showing off to make her laugh.’ 

‘ W’ell, now you can show off to make her laugh,’ said Nancy, 
picking up a newspaper. She was probably feeling sorry, as I 
was, that she had invited me into their carriage. She and I 
didn’t seem to be having much luck. 

But I went back to discover that Nonie and Barney weren’t 
waiting for me but wcic now in tlic compartment next to ours, 
sitting wide-eyed and open-mouthed listening to Harry Burrard, 
who was talking rapidly and earnestly, his face glistening wdth 
sweat. I didn’t want to hear any more about crazy conspiracies, 
so I hunied next door, asked Sam and Ben if they were going 
to eat lunch in the dining-car, and when they said they weren’t, 
I went along by myself. I had spoken to Sam and Ben as if I’d 
been eating for years in dining-cars, but in fact I was feeling 
rather apprehensive because I had never been in one before. 
So I was glad to sec Ricarlo, the juggler, sitting in there, and I 
greeted him warmly and immediately took the vacant place 
opposite to him. 

Ricarlo must have been Iceling lonely; he began talking at 
once and hardly stopped throughout the meal. His English 
was quite fluent but he still had a heavy Italian accent, sprink¬ 
ling unnecessary vow t Is as he did salt and pepper on his meat 
and vegetables. So if he wanted to say, ‘These people axe no 
good’, what came out was something like ‘Deesa peoples is-a 
no-a good’. At that time I had never listened before to an 
Italian speaking English, and I ■'vas fascinated by his strange 
rhythm and lone and the half cu-nic, half melancholy effect 
they had. But though it could be fascinating to listen to, I 
know it is as boring to read as it is to write this kind of broken 
English, so I won’t attempt even to suggest most of it. But ever 
since I had fii * watched him juggling so beautifully, with that 
gay-sad little ti.ne going on and on, I had wondered about him, 
finding it impossible to imagine what sort of life an Italian led, 
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moving week after week, month after month, from one Empire 
to the next, through a succession of gloomy and alien industrial 
towns. And about these, he was entirely frank; they were to 
him like places in a long bad dream. 

Finding in me a sympathetic listener, he was frank about 
everything. (Another thing in my favour, I soon discovered, 
was that unlike almost everybody else on our bill he was ready 
to admire Uncle Nick not only as a performer but also as a 
man, perhaps because in their work they were both stem 
perfectionists.) He had a wife and six children—and he showed 
me photographs of them—^who lived in Lucca, and lived very 
well too because he sent them half his salary, which I gathered 
was about sixty pounds a week. He didn’t need to assure me, 
though he did, that with the equivalent in lire of thirty pounds 
arriving every week, his wife could queen it in Lucca or any¬ 
where else in Italy. And with six children to look after, she had 
no desire to go touring with him in the dark and cold of Britain. 
Moreover, he tried if possible to take a three-months’ holiday 
every year, back home and a happy family man again. 

Here, at work and on tour, he told me he had two problems 
on his hands. The first was literally on his hands, for now that 
he was into his forties he was afraid of losing his dexterity, so 
that for at least two hours every day he practised his juggling, 
not only what he included in his act but also possible new 
variations. At the moment, he told me with enormous gravity, 
he was trying to add a bottle and a glass to the top hat, cane 
and cigar: ‘Is-a ver’ hard-a dees-a bot’ an’ glass-^iff’rent-a 
feel—diff’rent-a weight.’ Then a smile illuminated his dark 
and big-boned face: ‘But I do eet-a soon—^in-a Glas-a-gow 
maybe—^you watch-a me in-a Glas-a-gow, my frien’—eh?’ 
I told him I would, having already assured him that his act 
gave me great pleasure. Then he discussed, with equal gravity, 
his other problem. His morning practice and his two shows a 
night still left him with a fair amount of free time, and he spent 
this time searching—and often vainly, week after week—^for 
the kind of women he could enjoy having. They had to be 
blonde, plump, willing and amiable though not necessarily 
passionate, and between the ages of thirty and forty-five. He 
didn’t rule out prostitutes but greatly preferred—and indee(F 
was always looking out for—charming amateurs, on whom he 
was prepared to spend more money than the prostitutes de¬ 
manded. So in town after town he went on the himt, looking 
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into bars and teashops, haunting the main shopping districts, 
his dark eyes encountering and challenging any promising pair 
of blue eyes, keeping close to the trail and then, at exactly the 
right moment, adopting one of many well-tested ruses to get 
acquainted. Sometimes of course they had seen him on the 
stage, which made it easier, but if they had not he would often 
beg them to do him a favour, adding that he was worried about 
his performance, by accepting a ticket for the show and then 
telling him afterwards if he had any reason to feel worried—a 
gambit that hardly ever failed. His richest hunting-grounds 
were places like Bristol, Plymouth and Portsmouth—^he was 
almost indignant about naval officers’ wives, they were so 
easy—and, to my surprise, he was hopeful about his prospects 
in Aberdeen, where he promised to rcpcjrt progress. Though a 
solitaiy hunter both by inclination and in his technique, he 
was so pleased by my interest in his hobby that he invited me to 
accompany him on one or two Jifternoons, but I got out of that 
by telling him I would be rehearsing most of the week. 

Over coffee and a couple of tliin black cigars he brought 
cut, I asked him his opinion of the girls we had with us. Nonie 
he denounced at once as a little bitch who sooner or later would 
run herself into trouble; the three men were anxious to get 
back to Alsace to train another girl for the act; but their con¬ 
tract would keep tliem here another three months. Nancy he 
admired, and in twenty years’ time she would be just ripe for 
him but then he would be too fat and old, so he ‘talk-a big-a 
non-a-sense’. Julie Blan' die not appeal to him at all, and when 
I said that I thought she was beautiful, he closed his eyes, stuck 
out his lower lip, wagged his her^d, in despair at the difference 
in our tastes. But then he opene<i his eyes veiy'^ wide, stared at 
me a moment or t'vo, and said: ‘Hcrn-a~castlc, my fiien’, 
I tcll-a you som-a-thf*eng.’ 

We had, he said, a madman appearing with us. I told him 
I knew that, having had to listen to poor Burrard. But to my 
astonishment he waved aside Burrard, whom he hardly knew. 
No, the madinan he had spotted m our star. Tommy Beamish. 
When I said I couldn’t believe this, he plunged excitedly into a 
defence of his statement, keeping his voice low—for tliere were 
still a few people at the other tables—and speaking so fast that 
I found it ha. 1 to follow him. What I gathered was that he had 
known two n.ner brilliant comedians, one Italian, the other 
French, who had behaved more or less exactly as Tommy was 
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doing, sometimes drinking hard and being uproarious, some¬ 
times retreating into silence and bitterness; and both of them 
had lost their minds. Gesticulating neatly and vividly, wrapping 
up the whole tragic affair into a parcel for me, he said that he 
had studied Tommy’s behaviour and noted a certain look in 
his eyes, and now was sadly certain that soon Tommy would go 
the same way. I still didn’t believe him, but I couldn’t help 
being shaken a little by the dark ruin in Ricarlo’s gaze. But then, 
the tragedy over, he flashed a smile at me and insisted that we 
should drink a little brandy, to celebrate the good talk we’d had. 

(Twenty years afterwards, I did' some painting in Italy 
and was largely defeated by its clear light and uncompromising 
tones. Finding myself not fki from Lucca, I paid a visit to that 
fine old town, wondering what had become of Ricarlo now 
that he could no longer be juggling. And there, in Lucca, I 
found him, fat and prosperous, the proprietor of a small hotel 
and restaurant; and we drank a lot of wine and talked ourselves 
back into those variety theatres of 1913 and 1914 and the world, 
half splendid, half silly, that had produced them and then had 
been blown to bits. An artist in his own way, a devoted family 
man, once an unwearying hunter of buxom yielding blondes, 
Ricarlo seems to me one of the most satisfactory figures in these 
reminiscences. I wish there could have been more of him than 
there will be—^if you see what I mean.) 

Uncle Nick knew of Ao theatrical digs in Aberdeen, so he 
had given me the address of an hotel there where I should be 
staying with him and Cissie. When I found this hotel, they had 
not arrived; but though the light was already going, it was still 
afternoon. My room, on the top floor, was very clean, very small, 
very cold, and offered me a brass bedstead, a jug and bowl for 
washing, three framed stern texts, a narrow pitch-pine wardrobe 
that looked like an up-ended coffin, and a bad-tempered midget 
gasfire. But after the late lunch and Ricailo’s brandy, I slept 
for an hour under my new overcoat. When I woke up it was 
dark and I couldn’t think where I was, and then when I 
remembered I didn’t feel too happy about it. The incandescent 
gas light belonged to the same bad-tempered-midget series as 
the fire. So I went downstairs, wondering what t(> do with 
myself. But there, round a tea table, were Uncle Nick and Cissie,. 
Tommy Beamish and Julie. 

I waited a moment or two, at the bottom of the stairs, where 
I could see them without their noticing me, just to take them in. 
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They made an odd quartet: Uncle Nick so tall and dark and 
definite, and Tommy Beamish, short and plump, fair and waver¬ 
ing; Cissie, badly over-dressed, with her face a kind of simpering 
apology for it; and Julie, severely dressed, bored and withdrawn, 
with those fine bones and slightly hollow cheeks, that beauty 
before its time. Portraiture was a long way from my line, even 
then when I was not quite sure what my line would be; but I 
remember how I wished, as I stared across at them from thi 
shadowy stairczise, I could get them down, exactly as they were 
then, on canvas or paper. There are some queer moments, not 
associated with anything dramatic or emotional, that seem to 
come out of a deeper reality, as if they are trying to tell us 
something we can never really know; and this was one of those 
moments. 

‘So here you arc, lad,’ said Uncle Nick, with an unsmiling 
nod at me. ‘All in order?’ 

‘So far,’ I told him, standing there rather awkwardly. 

‘You’d like some tea, wouldn’t you, Dick?’ said Cissie, get¬ 
ting up. ‘I’ll go and ask them for another cup.’ 

‘You can ring, can’t you?’ Uncle Nick called after her. 
‘Well, sit there, Richard.’ I took a chair next to Cissie’s, then 
looked across the table and smiled at Julie, who didn’t return 
the smile but merely raised her eyebrows about half an inch. 

‘Tell me, old bean,’ said Tommy Beamish, a funny man at 
once. ‘ Did you by any chance notice along at the station a man 
with a face like this?’ And immediately he looked like one of 
those elderly Scots with er^ long upper lips, 

‘Yes, he was there, Mr Beamish, looking after your baggage.’ 

‘Ay, ay, ay,’ 'fommy croaked ‘Then all’s well.’ He turned 
to Julie. ‘Ye hear that, lassie? A'l’s well. Your beautiful draw¬ 
ing-room’s here—quite safe.’ 

‘Well, you save it. Tommy. Until the first house tomorrow.’ 
Julie’s tone wasn’t exactly contemptuous but it couldn’t be 
said to be warm, sympathetic, womanly. 

Another man, not the one who was shaking his head and 
grinning at her, flashed her a looh flom the back of Tommy’s 
eyes; and I couldn’t help remembering what Ricarlo had said. 
Cissie returned with the tea-things for me, filled my cup, 
passed me the scones and jam, all with an affectionate semi- 
maternal air. Before I joined them she had probably been 
feeling embanossed, out of it, and at least I gave her something 
to do. She alone seemed glad to see me there; the other three 
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gave me the impression of rather resenting my arrival. With 
Uncle Nick, I must confess, it was hard to tell; I couldn’t 
imagine him giving anybody a warm welcome. Tommy Beamish, 
1 felt, was ready to dislike me, for reasons best known to him¬ 
self. But why Julie, who was going to be my friend, should be so 
frosty was a mystery to me. I knew she had to be careful not to 
arouse Tommy’s jealousy, because of course she had told me, 
but surely this was overdoing it? 

After tea I went out for a walk, not that I expected to see 
anything, just to stretch my legs and get some air. The air was 
cold and not very clear, but had in it a fine promise of the sea, 
a kind of richness and wildness. I’d had plenty of seaside holi¬ 
days, of course, but never before had I been so close to the sea 
in winter. It was grand. But I wished I had somebody with me, 
and I wondered where Nancy Ellis was staying and what she 
was doing. 

When I got back I found Uncle Nick sitting in the small 
and cheerless hotel lounge, brooding over his diagrams. 

‘Where have you been?' he asked, giving me a suspicious 
look. 

I felt like telling him that he didn’t own me. ‘A walk. By 
myself. I wanted some air.’ 

‘Take your overcoat off and sit down a minute, lad. Supper 
here’s at eight. And, by the way, youis’ll go on my bill, though 
you’ll have to pay for your own bed and breakfast. Now to¬ 
night I’m going out. And so is Beamish. There’s a man here 
called Sir Alec Inverurie, who’s a big shareholder in two or 
three music-hall syndicates. I’ve met him in London, and so has 
Beamish. He’s telephoned to ask us both out to supper at his 
house. Not the w'omen, of course, because his wife’ll be there 
and Sir Alec’s very respectable—at least when he’s up here in 
Aberdeen. In London, on his own, he isn’t so particular. So I 
want you to have your supper with Cissie, who isn’t too pleased 
to be left out. What you do about Miss Blane I don’t know and 
don’t care. I guess she’ll have to come down because they don’t 
serve anything in the rooms here. In fact they seem to think 
we’re bloody lucky if they serve anything anywhere. It’s that 
kind of place. And you’ll soon understand why I prefer to stay 
in digs. Anything to say? ’ 

‘Not specially. Uncle Nick. I don’t suppose Miss Blane’s 
pleased at being left out either—’ 

‘If she doesn’t like it, she can lump it, like Cissie,’ he said 
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cheerfully and brutally. ‘ Let me tell you one thing about women^ 
lad. Start giving in to ’em and soon they’re asking for the earth, 
and nag, cry or sulk if you’re not handing it to ’em on a plate. 
The only way to keep ’em reasonable is not to marry ’em. I’ve 
found that out. So has Tommy Beamish, silly as he looks.’ 

‘I don’t think he likes me.’ 

‘What the hell does it matter whether he likes you or not? 
You’re talking like a big soft girl, lad. You’ll have to toughen 
yourself up a bit if you’re going to live this life. What hap¬ 
pened on the train? Talk to anybody?’ 

‘ Ricarlo, mostly. We got on very well.’ 

‘He has the tight ideas—except for that woman-chasing. 
He concentrates on his act—and a dam’ good act it is, too— 
and then minds his own business. If I were putting my own 
show on the road, he’s the only one out of all this lot I'd want 
vith me. Beamish is clever and a big draw, but he’s too un¬ 
reliable. He’ll come a cropper yet. That song-and-dance 
act—Susie What’s-hcr-name—^is too pretty-pretty and genteel 
and has no guts—doesn’t belong in variety; I didn’t want 
them on the bill. The Colmars aren’t bad but they need a 
girl who isn’t throwing her tits and bum at everybody. She’ll 
get herself raped one of these nights. As for that poor bugger 
Burrard, he ought to be out of the bill now. I’ve complained 
twice. He sends ’em out to the bars and they’re coming back 
halfway through my act. No, Td take Ricarlo, and forget the 
rest. All right, lad. Make sure you’re down just before eight. 
And don’t forget you’ll ha\e a long day tomorrow. We start 
rehearsing this bike effect tomorrow afternoon. And remind the 
stage manager in the morning »hat I wrote to him last week, 
claiming the stage all afternoon.’ 

When I went down again to the lounge, at a few minutes to 
eight, to my surprise Julie Blane came down before Cissie did. 
She was in a bad temper. 

‘There’s nowhere else to go, as Tommy knows damned well,’ 
she began. ‘ So either I sit by mi self, which I loathe, or I have 
to join you and that awful little tart—’ 

‘I don’t think that’s a fair description of Cissie—’ 

‘ It may not be what she is but it’s certainly what she looks 
like. Aiiyhow, Tommy shouldn’t have gone off like that. I’m 
furwis' 

‘When you were sitting with him at tea-time, you looked 
horribly bored—’ 
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‘Oh, for God’s sake, don’t you start. Men!* she cried in 
despair, giving me a whiff of whisky. She must have been 
drinking with Tommy up in their room. ^ And boys! Yes, that’s 
one for you. All the same.’ 

‘Why are we all the same?’ 

She ignored that. ‘Tommy’s supposed to be a wild one who 
doesn’t care a damn. But as soon as Sir Alec What’s-it crooks a 
little finger, off he goes, all spruce and obliging.’ 

‘That’s nothing to do with me.’ 

‘Who’s talking—or thinking—about you, you silly boy? 
Pooh to you!’ 

‘I must say,’ I began with disastrous heaviness, ‘for some¬ 
body who said only last Monday we ought to become friends —* 

‘Oh—don’t be so pompous and tiresome. You haven’t a 
hope of becoming one of my friends if you start talking like 
that—’ 

‘You have a lot of friends, I suppose?’ That was nasty, and 
as soon as I’d said it, I wished I hadn’t. 

But it didn’t make her angrier. She gave me g long level 
look—and I saw again how beautiful her eyes were—and then 
she said very quietly: ‘Say you’re sorry, Dick, or I swear I’ll 
never speak to you again. I mean it.’ 

‘Yes, Julie, I am sorry. I didn’t really know what I was saying. 
And I wish we hadn’t to have Cissie—’ 

‘Well, we do. And here she comes,’ she added hastily. 
‘ Why doesn’t somebody tell her not to wear such awful clothes? ’ 

We shared the dining-ioom with three middle-aged men who 
appeared to be talking business and took no notice of us. I sat 
between Julie and Cissie, who, instead of sparring as I thought 
they might do, took turns to bait me, having instantly and 
mysteriously agreed, for the duration of the meal, to form a 
feminine alliance. 

‘Did you talk to your dear little Nancy on the train, Dick?’ 
This was from Julie. 

‘Just the very thing I was going to ask. Miss Blane,’ said 
Cissie, very much the other lady. 

If they had been my own age I would have told them to shut 
up, there and then, but as it was I felt I couldn’t. ‘Yes, she in¬ 
troduced me to her sister. But we didn’t say very much. Barney 
interrupted us. Then I spent a long time with Ricarlo in the 
dining-car.’ 

But they weren’t going to be fobbed off with Barney and 
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Ricarlo. Nancy was the chink through which the arrows and 
darts could go. 

‘Little Nancy was telling me, the other day, Miss Mapes, 
that she’d leave the stage tomorrow if she could. Such a pity— 
with that nice little talent!’ 

‘They’re hoping to get into Panto, I heard,’ said Cissie. 
‘That was weeks ago—they may have fixed it now.’ 

‘Yes of course. And Dick wouldn’t like that, would you, 
Dick? Now—don’t blush.’ 

‘I’m not.’ And I’m sure I wasn’t. Cissie giggled, and I glared 
at her. ‘Now why don’t you turn it up, you two?’ 

‘Turn •w'hat up, my dear?’ Julie enquired smoothly. 

‘Look—I’ll give you the lot. I ran into Nancy Ellis one 
afternoon last week in the art gallery. We had tea together and 
seemed to disagree most of the time.’ 

‘Is that why she introduced you to her sister?’ 

‘ I didn’t like her sister much—and I can’t stand that blighter 
Hodson. I much prefer Ambrose and Esmond.’ 

‘Oo—Dick!’ Cissie cried. ‘You be careful. Don’t forget— 
you’re very good-looking.’ 

‘I suppose he is, in a way,’ said Julie, looking me over as if 
she’d never seen me before. ‘Though I must say, it hadn’t 
occurred to me before. But of course it doesn’t matter what we 
think. Miss Mapes. The point is, what does his little Nancy 
think? ’ 

‘ I’ll bet she’s got her eye on him all right. Miss Blane.’ 

‘ Probably. And I’d say she’s a very determined little thing, 
wouldn’t you?’ 

At this point the old waiter, who might have sat for Raeburn 
in an earlier incarnation, came to rescue me and to clear the 
plates. 

‘I noticed poor Burrard talking his head off to Barney and 
the Colmar girl,’ I began as soon as the waiter had padded 
away. But they weren’t having any. 

‘If she doesn’t like being on the stage,’ said Cissie, ‘then I 
expect what she wants is to get married. Don’t you think. Miss 
Blanc?’ 

‘Certainly. Probably some man she’s met already, though 
he may not know she has her eye on him. Older than she is, 
I’d say, considerably older—and with money, of course, lots 
of it.’ 

‘How about John D. Rockefeller?’ I enquired mildly. ‘First 
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you say she’s got her eye on me. Then you say it must be some¬ 
body quite different from me. You don’t know what you’re 
saying. So let’s change the subject.’ 

‘What about clothes?’ said Julie, giving me a look. ‘I mean 
ours—^not yours.’ 

‘Well now. Miss Blane, I was going to ask you where you 
get most of yours.’ Cissie sounded genuinely eager. So Julie 
relented, and they talked fairly seriously about clothes until the 
meal was over. 

‘I don’t feel like sitting about here,’ said Cissie. ‘It’s so 
dreary. Dick, couldn’t we go out for a little walk?’ 

As I hesitated, Julie said hastily: ‘Yes, why don’t you? I’m 
going to bed—to read. Has anybody anything worth reading? ’ 

Cissie hadn’t, of course, but I said I had a few books with me: 
‘I don’t suppose you want to read about the Early English 
W atercolourists—’ 

‘ I certainly don’t—’ 

‘But I’ve a pocket edition of Mason’s At The Villa Rose —’ 

‘That’s much better. I read it two or three years ago, but 
now I’ve forgotten what happened. Drop it into my room, 
like an angel—it’s Twelve.’ • 

‘And I’ll go and get ready, Dick,’ said Cissie. ‘It’s cold out, 
isn’t it?’ 

We all went up together. Then I left them to climb up to 
my ice-box, got the Mason, and tapped on the door of Room 
Twelve. It was a big room and there was only one light burning, 
but it seemed to be very untidy, with clothes all over the place. 
Tommy’s as well as hers, and there was a strong mixed smell of 
cigarettes and whisky. I gave Julie the book. 

‘Shut that door a minute, just a minute,’ she whispered. 
Then when I turned, after shutting it very quietly: ‘Come 
here.’ 

We were standing very close when she smiled and murmured, 
‘Did I tease him, then? The nice serious boy who hates being 
teased—um? Well, I’m sorry. You can see how sorry I am.’ 

My arms went round her without my telling them to; then 
her arms were around me and she was pressing herself against 
me; then we were kissing and her mouth opened under mine 
and her tongue, pointed, almost hard, furiously alive, darted 
against mine. I had never known such excitement, either in 
myself or in anybody else, but after a few more moments of it 
she made a great and almost hysterical effort, freeing herself. 
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‘No, no, no—^for Christ’s sake—get out—go on—hurry up— 
go-go: 

I was still swinging between excitement and bewilderment 
when Cissie, wearing a long coat and an enormous hat that 
looked ridiculous on her, joined me downstairs. Saying nothing, 
we walked into the cold night and the smell of the sea. There 
were very few people about, and of course none of the traffic 
that would be there now. Not knowing nor caring where we 
were going, we went from one side-street to another, from the 
hard light of the street-lamps to long stretches of shadow, hearing 
a few footsteps and an occasional raised voice. Cissie, who 
couldn’t walk properly but only teeter along, clung to my arm. 
And I think that somehow, through much thick cloth, it con¬ 
veyed to her a sense of the sexual excitement I’d been feeling. 

‘What happened when you took her that book, Dick?’ she 
asked in a kind of small sad way. 

‘What d’you think? Nothing.’ 

‘No, not nothing. Still, it couldn’t have been very much, 
the time you were there.’ She waited a moment or two. ‘She’s 
very attracted to you, she is, though she pretends not to be. 
But I can tell.’ 

‘Then you know moie than I do.’ 

‘Of course I do, you sillv. I may be ignorant—I am —but 
there are some things I know, about. And don’t forget what 
Nick said about her. You keep your mind on Nancy Ellis, if 
you have to think about the female sex.’ 

‘It’s you women—not me—^who won’t let the subject drop, 
Cissie.’ 

‘Yes, Dick, I know. That’s how we arc.’ She didn’t sigh 
exactly—hardly anybody docs, outside novels —but she made a 
vague sort of mournful noise. ‘Oh crumbs! Sunday night! 
I’ve always hated Sunday nights, ever since I can remember. 
I’hat’s why I was so mad at Nick—going off like that and 
leaving me alone. I didn’t want to go to Sir Alec I’liingummy’s 
house—^he can keep it—but I didn’t want to be left alone in a 
horrible dreary Scotch hotel —on a Sunday of all nights.’ 

‘You haven’t been alone.’ 

‘No, not really—that’s right. Thanks to you, Dick dear. 
And I’m ever so grateful you’ve come out on this walk. I know 
you didn’t w'ant to, really. I’m fond of you, Dick. Let’s go 
along here.’ 

We turned toweirds a terrace, with tall houses on one side 
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and nothing on the other side, where we chose to walk; no 
houses, only a few trees and a kind of narrow promenade. 
*It’s nicer here,’ Cissie continued, a little brighter than she had 
been but still rather small and sad. ‘And I’ll tell you somebody 
else who’s fond of you in his own way, though you’ll never 
believe me, the way he talks to you. Yes, your Uncle Nick.’ 

‘ He doesn’t show many signs of it.’ 

‘Well, that’s him, isn’t it? No need to tell me. Here, let’s sit 
down a minute. I’m no good at walking. Tired already.’ 

I hadn’t noticed the seat, but she had. ‘You’ll soon feel cold,’ 
I told her as we sat down. ‘And you can’t sit close to me with 
that hat.’ 

‘I'm taking it off.’ And I saw that she was busy unpinning 
it. ‘There—see!’ She held the hat in her left hand and put her 
right hand, from which the glove had mysteriously vanished, 
first on my shoulder and then up to my check, as she leaned 
against me. ‘Dick, I want you to do something for me,’ she 
said softly. ‘Just because I’m feeling miserable. Will you? 
It’s nothing to do with making love—don’t get wrong ideas— 
but something quite different. Something I never have. So, 
Dick, please just hold me close—as if you liked nft a lot but 
didn’t want to have me—and just be gentle and kind. Even if 
it’s all pretending—just this once.’ 

She raised herself a little and put her cheek to mine, and I 
put an arm round her and rubbed my check against hers and 
then gently kissed her cheek, her trembling eyelids, her lips, 
which tasted of something 1 didn’t enjoy, just as I didn’t enjoy 
the overdose of scent she’d given herself. Then she was cr^'ing, 
and between sobs and gulps she said anything that came into 
her head. ‘ I feel so frightened sometimes—what’ll become of me? 
—He doesn’t love me—just wants me when he feels like it— 
and I love him—not always—I can hate him sometimes—but 
mostly I love him—though what’s the use? ’ There was a good 
deal more of it before I said we ought to be going back. The left 
side of my new overcoat stank of that scent of hers for several 
days. 

Once in bed I tried to wipe out the whole day and to read 
C. J. Holmes’s Notes on the Science of Picture Making, which I had 
bought secondhand in Edinburgh for three-and-six. I couldn’t 
read myself to sleep with it because I had to leave my bed to 
turn the light out. And then of course I began remembering 
and thinking. 
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If i’d ever had any idea that I wasn’t earning the five pounds 
a week that Uncle Nick paid me, it vanished on that Monday, 
loth November 1913, in Aberdeen. By the time we’d done the 
second show, I was ready to drop. I’d had all the usual fuss 
in the morning, making sure all our stuff was there, all the 
business with the stage manager and the carpenter about our 
Indian Temple set, the effects and props, the lighting plot for 
the electricians; and then of course there was the band call, a 
shambles because Tommy Beamish decided to take his hang¬ 
over down there and then waste everybody’s time. I had 
breakfasted off a pear of kippers at eight, and by half-past one, 
when I had taken our call and had argued with six people 
about clearing the stage for us for our afternoon rehearsal, 
I was hungry again, very thirsty, and out of temper. Finally, 
leaving Sam and Ben to assemble all we needed for the bike 
trick, I had a pint and some peculiar sandwiches at a pub that 
ought to have been round the corner from the stage door but 
wasn’t. When I hurried back. Uncle Nick, still hatted and 
overcoated, was standing in the middle of the stage, under the 
hard-working light, looking like an illustration of Guy Boothby’s 
Doctor Nicola. 

‘ Whei e the hell have you been? ’ 

T dashed out for a quick bite arid a drink.’ 

‘ Couldn’t you have waited? ’ 

‘Now look,’ I told him angrily, ‘I don’t know what time 
you got up, uncle, but I’ve already been down here about five 
hours. I’m not grumbling. It’s my job. But don’t talk to me 
and look at me as if I’d been sitting around somewhere. 
I’ve not been off my feet since eight o’clock this morning.’ 

‘You don’t know you’re bom yet, lad. And next time you 
want to give me some bloody cheek, just keep your voice down.’ 
He didn’t grin because he’d become too much the Indian 
Magician—but I could tell by his tone that he felt friendlier. 
‘Now while we’re waiting—just try that bike. No, not there, 
Sam,’ he shouted, moving up. 

The bicycle was very much lighter and smaller than any 
machine I’d ridden since I was a kid, and at first I found it 
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hard to manage. I nearly ran into Cissie, who was hanging 
around offstage, looking forlorn and apprehensive. ‘Dick, do 
be careful,’ she whispered as I stopped and she grabbed the 
bike. ‘You’ve no idea what he’s like when he’s working out 
something new. He’s a demon—^honest he is. You’ve just not 
got to mind. He can’t help it.’ 

As a matter of fact I didn’t resent him at all once we began 
seriously rehearsing the illusion, though I couldn’t see how it 
could possibly work. He was extremely exacting, making us do 
what we had to do over and over again, long after we thought 
we were perfect, his idea of perfection being very different from 
ours. All five of us were involved in it—Sam and Ben Hayes, 
dependable but inclined to be slow; Clissic and Barney, quicker 
but apt to be bungling out of sheer nervousness; and I, who 
found the cycling irksome and irritating; and for four weary 
afternoons, from Monday to Thursday, he held us, so to speak, 
at the point of his will, out of an iron self-discipline, never 
becoming less demanding and exacting, never tampering with 
his own standard of perfection, no matter how mutinous we 
might be looking or how tired he might be feeling. I can’t go 
into details without giving away the trick, but my pifrt in it was 
to approach the open doorway quite slowly on my bicycle and 
then at a given signal, when Unc le Nick would fire his green 
flash, turn and race off the stage through a concealed gap in the 
set; and I had to do this over and over and over again because 
the other people were making mistakes; so that I often damned 
and blasted under my breath all this slave-driving; but in fart I 
couldn’t help admiring Uncle Nick because he compelled us 
by sheer force of will to bring to life what he had first imagined 
and then had worked out in his diagrams. What had seemed 
ridiculous on Monday began taking shape on Tuesday and 
Wednesday, and late on Thursday afternoon it appeared a 
marvel. I never saw it from the fiont, of course, but the house 
manager and the stage manager did, by request, at five on 
Thursday. And though the stage lighting w’as not as it would 
be when the illusion was included in the act, and none of us 
was wearing costume and make-up, both men were enthusi¬ 
astic. 

The house manager, who had seen none of our rehearsals, 
came back and cried: ‘Marvellous, Mr Ollanton! It’s a certain 
winner. Can’t imagine how you do it. Must have it in your act 
at once.’ 
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‘Not possible,’ said Uncle Nick. ‘Sorry! Can’t bring it in 
until next week—Glasgow. Sorry again! But tell me—as a 
favour—exactly what you saw.’ 

‘Oh—well—^ycs. I saw this open doorway brought on and 
saw you walk through it several times to piove it’s all right— 
just a doorway. Then this young fellow comes riding on 
towards the doorway, and you said ‘Ready—steady—^go’ or 
something of that sort, you waved your green flash, and I 
saw the bicycle go through the doorway and your dwarf came 
running on to catch it—and the young fellow had completely 
disappeared—^where to, God knows! Isn’t that right, Mr 
Ollanton? ’ 

‘Quite right. Thanks very much. Must clear now.’ And as 
he moved my way, Uncle Nick gave me a wink. Later, he said, 
‘You remember what I told you—^about their minds moving 
slowly while we’re woiking fast? Of course the green flash 
blinds them while the two hinged flaps come out of the wall, 
and then I’m waving it towards the other side of the doorway 
where they expect to see the bike coming out—and Cissie’s 
quick enough now but not steady enough, her bike’s still 
wobbling too much—and then of course they see Barney run¬ 
ning on to catch it—and the flaps are back before they’ve had 
time to notice ’em. They see w hat they expect to see. But while 
they’ve had little time, we’ve had a lot of time—that’s the chief 
secret. Well, lad, now we can take it easy for a while. And don’t 
forget Sir Alec’s paity tonight.’ 

I knew about this party of course—it had been fixed up 
when Uncle Nick and I’ommy Beamish saw Sir Alec on Sunday 
night—but I hadn’t been thinking much about it, chiefly 
because I’d been too tired after all this trick cycling during 
the day and then tw^o shows at night. However, I knew that we 
were going to Sir Alec’s as soon as we’d changed after the 
second performance on Thursday night, that we men weren’t 
expected to wear evening dress, which meant I wouldn’t have 
to hire one, and that everybody wasn’t going. Uncle Nick and 
Tommy Beamish being allowed to choose the guests. Gustav 
Colmar and Nonie were going; Uncle Nick and Cissie and I; 
Ricarlo, Nancy, Susie and her husband; and Tommy Beamish 
of course, Julie and old Courtenay: twelve of us in all. And 
the first there were Uncle Nick, wearing a high collar, a tie 
with a ruby pin in it, and a dark suit I’d never seen before, 
Cissie with too much rouge on and in a heliotrope dress that 
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clashed with her cheeks, and I, in the blue serge suit I had 
bought for thirty bob. 

Looking back at it now, I suppose that Sir Alec Inverurie 
lived in a substantial villa, just outside the city, but as it was 
the largest house I had ever been in up to that time, it seemed 
to me then a vast glittering mansion. Sir Alec himself was a 
squat elderly man who poked his head forward, so that he 
seemed rather like a pink and polished turtle. Up to a point he 
was warmly hospitable, but somehow he never allowed you to 
forget that he was rich and you weren’t and that you were being 
given a great treat. Lady Inverurie was a large-boned, stiflish 
sort of woman who wore the same look of faint astonishment 
throughout tlie party. She had a widowed sister, Mrs Gregory, 
who was much younger and plumper, a rosy blonde, and I was 
not surprised, a little later, to see that Ricarlo had taken her 
into a comer, where no doubt he was begging her to give him a 
report on his juggling. Then there were some assorted Aber¬ 
donians, and among them two rather pretty girls, Kitty and 
Phyllis, who were apparently inseparable and laughed a lot, 
always simultaneously. 

After Sir Alec had commanded champagne for him. Uncle 
Nick entertained the company by showing them some of his 
pocket tricks, which really were remarkable. I thought they 
were wasted on most of these people, just because they had no 
curiosity as to how such things could be done but simply 
accepted them as entertainment. At the end of this little per¬ 
formance, I found myself sitting on a sofa between Kitty and 
Phyllis. Not having seen our show—they were being taken the 
next night, Friday second house—but having been told I wzis 
on the stage, they took it for granted I was some sort of comic, 
so that every time I said anything they screamed with laughter. 
When I told them that Aberdeen’s larger granite buildings 
photographed better than they really looked, I might have been 
Tommy Beamish (who had not yet arrived), the way they 
laughed, always both together like puppets sharing strings, and 
told me what a scream I wzis. They were still at it when I 
looked up and caught sight, among new arrivals, of Nancy Ellis. 
She was wearing a new dress, emerald green and father fancy, 
and had had her hair done in a different older way, with an 
emerald green bandeau, and she didn’t look right and herself 
at all; yet somehow, perhaps because she had tried so hard and 
the total effect was wrong, she seemed essentially charming and 
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touching, and my heart went out to her. I made some excuse 
to the laughing girls, told Nancy she must be as hungry as I was, 
and took her into the adjoining room, where there were two 
long tables of splendid cold food. 

‘Well, now you can start making me laugh,’ she said, after 
we had helped ourselves. 

‘You heard those girls?’ 

‘ Everybody must have done.’ 

‘I wasn’t being funny, Nancy. They’re a pair of idiots. 
I’m on the stage—^so I must be a funny man. That’s how their 
minds work—God knows why!’ 

'You don’t understand about girls, do you, Dick?’ 

‘ Probably not.’ 

‘They didn’t think you were funny. They just laughed like 
that to make other people feel they were ha\ing a wonderful 
time with you—to make them feel envious. We deal in envy a 
lot, we girls. Sometimes I think we’re stinkers. Why haven’t I 
seen you roaming round, this week, Dick?’ 

I told her about the bike trick. ‘And we’re putting it into the 
act next week in Glasgow.’ 

She laughed. ‘Dick Herncastle, the old pro. And this is only 
your thiid week. I seem to have had years and years of it. And 
my trouble is, I hate audiences. Even when they’re good, I still 
don’t like them. Silly idiots! Where are you staying this week?’ 

‘ Oh, she’s there, is she? ’ This was after I’d told her about the 
hotel, and of course she meant Julie Blane not Cissie. ‘You 
want to be careful with that one.’ She wasn’t entirely serious 
but not entirely flippant either. The look she gave me was more 
serious than her tone of voice. 

‘I’ve hardly exchanged a word with her since Sunday,’ I 
said. ‘We’ve been busy all day. We don’t eat supper at the 
hotel but have something sent in between the houses. And 
when we’ve got back there, I’ve just crept up to bed, aching with 
tiredness. But why must I be careful with Miss Blane? ’ 

‘Because I think she’s desperate, though about what I don’t 
know. And she’s very attractive in her own way. Susie and 
Bob don’t think so, but I think they’re wrong, though of course 
she’s older than they are and years and years older than you, 
Dick. And she’s hungry —^fbr somebody or something. She’s 
been quite nice to me, and she’s obviously very experienced and 
very clever, I mean professionally, but somehow she seems to 
me a rather fiightening person —* 
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‘They’re here.’ I could see the doorway and she couldn’t, 
and Julie and Tommy Beamish and old Courtenay were just 
coming in, along with Sir Alee and Lady Inverurie, Uncle 
Nick and several others. And I must say that Julie and Tommy 
—and particularly Tommy, who was already more than half 
tight—^immediately began to give that party a lift. I was giving 
it one myself inside, because, not liking champagne and not 
seeing any beer, I was drinking Sir Alec’s excellent whisky, 
though taking plenty of water with it. 

Then the party really got goingi: Sir Alec and one of his 
Tory friends were denouncing Lloyd George, as so many True 
Blues were then, when Tommy Beamish took over. Somehow, 
by some magic of his own, looking and sounding like an idiot 
Lloyd George, he launched into an impassioned nonsense speech 
about health insurance and sevenpence for fourpcnce and 
mangel-wurzels and wicked peers, and then when he had most 
of us weak with laughter, he commanded us to fall into line and 
follow him. This we did, hand in hand, mostly, if we were not 
too old and stiff for it, jigging along to the tune of The Gal¬ 
loping Major, a popular music-hall song then—and bumpity- 
bumpity-bumpity-bump we went up and down stairs aftd all over 
the house. I had Nancy’s hand in mine, of course, and in spite 
of that too mature dress she was wearing—though I think her 
other hand had pluckedr up its long tight skirt—she seemed to 
turn at once into the saucy bright-glancing girl she wzis in the 
act, and she didn’t merely jig along as the rest of us did but 
improvised all manner of little dancing steps. At the same time, 
though, when she looked up at me, laugliing, she also seemed 
to be the other Nancy, the one who didn’t care about her stage 
act, but now not critical and dubious, unsure of me, but warm 
and friendly and trusting. And I don’t care if anybody sees me 
as a young idiot, I can only say that during that romp I felt 
something I have rarely felt outside the times when my work 
was going really well, and that is a sensation of pure happiness. 
Our high spirits together created that great blue bubble, a 
world immapped and outside solar space and time, which most 
of us see so rarely and some people never know at all. Often, 
during the First War and just afterwards, I looked back at that 
quarter of an hour, trying to recapture its quality, like a man 
exiled for ever from a beautiful homeland. 

Well, of course we couldn’t stay on that level, but it was still 
a lively party. Uncle Nick surprised me—though I knew he’d 
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had plenty of champagne—^by completely abandoning hi3 
usual air of sardonic detachment and improvising with Tommy 
Beamish a very funny conjuring and thought-reading act. 
Ricarlo juggled with spoons and glasses, rolling an eye, when 
he could spare one, towards a beaming and probably already 
weakening Mrs Gregory. Julie Blane and old Courtenay did 
a kind of duet version of The Green Eye of the Little Yellow God^ 
with some interruptions from Tommy Beamish, now in 
uproarious form. Nancy and her sister and Bob Hodson sang a 
nonsense trio. Then I seem to remember taking part in an 
eightsome reel, wondering all the time what I did next. It 
must have been just after that, when I had left the crowded 
drawing-room to find a cool drink in the empty dining-room, 
that I found Julie squeezing my arm. 

‘Dick, you’ve got to help me with him—’ 

‘Tommy?’ 

‘Yes. He’s in that rloakroom by the front door—completely 
plastered of course—and he’s been trying to take his clothes off 
after being sick all over them—and I’ve got to get him out of 
here before something awful happens—back to the hotel and 
safe in bed. And you’ve got to help me, Dick.’ 

‘Of course, Julie. But how do we do it?’ 

‘ Sir Alec's chauffeur is waiting outside with the car, to take 
some people home. So dodge out—don’t let anybody see you 
if you can manage it—and warn him, then make for the 
cloakroom and give me a hand with Tommy. Oh God—I can’t 
tell you how I hate this —but it’s got to be done.’ 

I had in fact almost to carry him out to the car, which 
fortunately was a big one, so that when we got him inside, at 
the back, and he utterly collapsed, we let him lie on the floor 
while Julie supported his head and shoulders so that he 
couldn’t be badly bumped. We asked no help from the chauf¬ 
feur, a sevcre-looking fellow who obviously didn’t propose to do 
anything except run us down to the hotel. 

‘You’re pretty strong, aren't you, Dick?’Julie said anxiously 
when we were on our way. 

And I was in those days; after the war it was different. 
‘If you’re worried about getting him to your room, I think I 
can manage it, wdth just a little help.’ 

I did too, and while Julie, who was feeling shaky, went 
off to a bathroom, I undressed poor Tommy, who frightened 
me by beginning to breathe in a peculiar way and then opening 

83 



his eyes and rolling them around. I got him into his pyjamas and 
into the double bed. 

‘Thank you, Dick.’ Julie had come back very quietly and 
spoke softly. ‘But he’s on the wrong side. We’ll have to move 
him.’ And this wasn’t difHcult because now he was completely 
out and making snoring noises. ‘Would you like a drink?’ 

‘No, thanks, Julie.’ 

‘ I need one, in spite of that bad example.’ She swallowed some 
whisky, neat, ‘Why are you looking like that?’ 

‘I was thinking about Tommy,®^ I whispered. We needn’t 
have whispered, but we did. ‘What he did to that party. How 
happy he made me feel. And now—^this.’ 

‘ Quite—quite, Mr Herncastle. And I have a lot of— this.' 

Hardly aware of what I was doing, I had moved closer to 
her and now I had my hands just below her shoulders and 
squeezed a little. ‘I’m terribly sorry, Julie.’ 

She gave a quick shake to free herself. ‘ I didn’t ask you to be 
soriy, did I? What do you know about anything? You’re only a boy. 
And stop trying to maul me about. I hate it. You’d better go now.’ 

‘I had, hadn’t I? Good night. Miss Blane.’ 

I went at once, closed the door carefully, and then walked 
quickly but quietly along the corridor, so quietly that I thought 
I heard the door being opened behind me, but I never looked 
back. Next day, Friday, Uncle Nick never asked me what had 
happened at the party, and when Cissie seemed to want to 
talk about it, he shut her up. I didn’t see Julie either then or 
on Saturday, but she may have been keeping out of my way as 
I was out of hers. It was the same with Nancy. We all seemed 
to play out our week in Aberdeen separate and in a glum 
silence, all except Ricarlo, for I ran into him on Saturday 
afternoon with a smiling Mrs Gregory by his side, and in passing 
he flashed me a huge bright wicked wink. 
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T HE GLAs GO w WEEK began badly. In the train from Aberdeen 
on the Sunday, I had hoped to see at last some fine Highland 
scenery, but it was curtained off by sheets of rain. We had 
a corridor agmn but ndther Nancy and her lot nor Ricarlo 
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appeared to be travelling by that train; so my choice of com¬ 
pany was restricted to Sam and Ben, who never wanted to 
talk about anything except racing, Barney, excitable, ridiculous 
and irritating, the Colmars and Burrard. Once again I saw 
Burrard talking earnestly to Nonie Colmar and Barney, who 
were nudging each other and trying not to giggle in his face; 
but this time I wasn’t able to sneak past without Burrard 
noticing me. He came bouncing out, seized me by the arm, al¬ 
most dragged me into his compartment, and sternly ordered 
Nonie and Barney to leave us alone. 

‘Can’t talk sense to a foreign litde tart and a midget,’ 
he said when they had gone. ‘The brains aren’t there. Now 
you’re different, cully. All right—^you’re young—so you’re 
too easy, too careless—don’t use your eyes and ears—^but 
you’re not completely bloody ignorant. You know what I’m 
talking about, don’t you, cully?’ 

‘Well, I’m not sure, Mr Burrard—’ 

‘Harry—Harry—^how many times have I to tell you? Now 
listen, cully, and use your loaf. What’s it going to be like in 
Glasgow? How many of ’em’ll be there? Give a guess. Three? 
Four? No, cully, you’d be out. I say six to eight. Might be ten. 
And you know what they’ll be doing ’cos I’ve already told you 
and you can’t be that bleeding stupid. The word’s been passed 
on and instructions wired—definite instructions: Give Burrard the 
bird. And sooner or later it’ll work of course—I’m just one man 
and they’re an organisation. But I’m not lying down, y’know, 
cully—Harry Burrard doesn't lie down to let ’em walk over him 
—no bloody fear! I heard about Sir Alec, y’know—I tell you, 
I keep my ears open—and I knew liim twenty years ago, but 
he never came near me—and I’ll tell you why.’ He glanced 
wildly towards the door, then leant forward. ‘ 'Cos Sir bloody Alec 
had had his orders. Not a suggestion, no— dejinite orders. He has to 
take ’em like the rest.’ There was a lot more of this stuff and I 
had really stopped listening when he got up to open a bag lying 
on the seat. Then my ears went to work with my eyes. ‘And if 
I catch one right on the job—^I give it to him—^he gets it. 
With this.' And he opened the bag to show me, lying on top of 
shirts and ties and socks, surprisingly neatly folded and packed, 
a revolver. ‘Loaded, of course. And I know how to use it, cully.’ 
So I wasted the next ten minutes begging him to get rid of the 
thing, but first he laughed at me and then, losing his temper, 
told me to clear out. 
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Well, that wasn’t a good beginning, and then we were late 
running into Glasgow, I had to fuss around making sure of our 
baggage, it was still raining, the city looked big, dark, strange, 
and 1 had a hell of a job in an old cab trying to find the digs, 
where this time I would be on my own, at the address Cissie 
had given me. And Monday morning, when it was still dark and 
wet, was no better, even worse; first seeing our stuff in and 
helping to sort it out; then giving some new cues to the stage 
manager and the electricians, because we were now putting in 
the Vanishing Cyclist; then a worse hand call than ever because 
we really needed some new music and hadn’t got any and so 
had to fiddle about with what we had; and then, in the after¬ 
noon, just when I needed a rest, finding myself pedalling away 
on that damned bike again because the trick had to be rehearsed 
at least a dozen times more before the audience saw it. Uncle 
Nick swore at everybody; I swore back at him; Sam and Ben 
turned sulky and sullen; Barney kept disappearing; and Cissie 
cried. I didn’t even go back to my digs again before the first 
house; it was still raining and there didn’t seem time; I had 
some tea in a cafe where there were too many people all steaming 
and cross; and then I crawled up to a dressing-room,Hong before 
I had to be there, and saw it would be murderously too small 
for Sam, Ben, Barney and me. So if this was Glasgow, they 
could keep it. , 

Then everything was different. This happens so often— 
though it always seems almost miraculous, as if an unknown sun 
had risen—that I have never been able to understand how 
anyone, not sufl'ering from an incurable disease, can fall into 
utter despair and begin contemplating suicide. I don’t know 
why Glasgow, in the week beginning 17th November 1913, 
should have decided it must go to a music hall; but our first 
houses were well filled, our second houses were packed, and 
they loved us. Our Vanishing Cyclist was an immediate success; 
all Tuesday’s papers singled it out and praised it; and every 
time I went scorching through that hidden gap in the set I 
could hear the huge gasp go up from the audience, ready to 
swear they saw me vanish in the doorway. The whole act went 
magnificently, performance after performance. So did the others. 
And I was so delighted about this that during the interval at 
the second house, when I had finished with the stage, I would 
hastily remove my dusky make-up, which I hated, and get out 
of the smelly Indian costume, just to go down to watch Ricarlo, 
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look at and listen to Nancy and Susie and their three gentlemen, 
and then enjoy with the uproarious crowd the wild antics and 
lunacies of Tommy Beamish and the outraged gentility of 
Julie and old Courtenay. I had heard that the Glasgow audi¬ 
ences only liked their own, a Harry Lauder or a Neil Kenyon, 
but it was not true of them that week, when Tommy, who really 
had a kind of genius at these times, set them bellowing or 
screaming Just as he pleased. 

He had to make a very funny exit during the sketch, to 
examine a bathroom while the fuming father and bewildered 
daughter wondered what kind of lunatic they were having to 
endure; and I remember that at the Tuesday second house, as 
he came rushing off, out of breath, sweating, his eyes gleaming, 
followed by the huge hard rattle of laughter, he stopped near 
me to get his breath and to slow down for his next entrance, 
when he would be quiet and bewildered, a man lost in a strange 
world. 

‘Listen to that, old boy,’ he panted. ‘Just listen to it. Eh?* 

‘It’s tremendous.’ 

‘So it is—so it is. It’s what I’m here for. But—I’ll tell you 
something—old boy. It’s the cruellest bloody sound in the 
world—just people laughing like that. Gives me the creeps 
sometimes. Well—on we go!’ 

And then as he crept back on to the stage, his face a mask of 
bewilderment deepening to despair, and the huge hard rattle 
rose again, I knew what he meant. It wasn’t innocent and 
natural, as the soft laughter between friends could be; there 
was something fierce and vindictive about it, not coming from 
a happy people but from those whose bewilderment deepening 
to despair was not a mask; and I noticed after that, as we played 
in so many different towns, that the poorer and darker the 
streets surrounding us, the closer we were to misery, the louder 
and harder the laughter was. 

The one who wasn’t doing better bp.t even worse was poor 
Harry G. Burrard, Eccentric Comedian. As we followed him, we 
couldn’t help noticing this. They didn’t want him any more, 
and voices from the gallery told him so. He was in fact now 
‘getting the bird’—a strange term for something dreaded and 
horrible. His DiMjhdiddy-oodah-oodah-oodah, comii^ out of a 
lost gaiety, evenings gone never to return, now made me 
shudder. He came off muttering curses on his imaginary per¬ 
secutors, and at the first house on Wednesday he had tried to 
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tdl me how many there were, but Uncle Nick told him to shut 
up and added brutally that their agent was coming to see what 
was left of his act. I had told Uncle Nick about Burrard’s 
persecution mania and had mentioned the revolver he had 
shown me on the train, but Uncle Nick said it was all nonsense, 
that Burrard had always been lazy, refusing to find new material 
and to change his act while there was still time, and that he, 
Nick Ollanton, who never stopped working to improve his act, 
had no patience with or sympathy for the idle ignorant clown. 
‘We’re here to do our best and eara'.our money, lad, and Bur¬ 
rard doesn’t even begin to try. Let him go and serve pints in a 
third-rate pub. It’s all he’s fit for. So don’t give me any more 
about Harry Burrard. Forget him.’ 

Apart firom poor Burrard, we were all rising with the tide 
of packed houses and enthusiastic appreciation. Of course we 
were not like a theatrical company, which comes to an audience 
as one unit. We were so many entirely separate and indepen¬ 
dent acts, but because we were touring together, forming the 
greater part of one continuing biU, we could respond together to 
a heart-warming week like this. So for the first time, as far 
as my very limited experience went, dressing-room tioors were 
left open, except when people were actually dressing, and 
congratulatory visits were exchanged, together with some 
drink, or there were smiling encounters along the corridors. 
There was almost a party atmosphere. Even Uncle Nick, 
sardonically detached and generally unpopular, perhaps 
because he was secretly delighted by the immediate success of 
his Vanishing Cyclist and the press notices, allowed himself to 
receive and even to offer a few compliments and congratulations. 
Even the musical director, after paying a call between the houses 
on Tuesday to make some suggestions about our music, was 
offered a glass of champagne. 

After the finst house on Tuesday I ran into Julie, both of us 
wearing costume and make-up of course, though I’d taken 
off my turban. ‘No, Dick,’ and she put up a hand to stop me. 
‘Stay a moment. I’ll find it easier to apologise when we’re both 
looking so ridiculous.’ 

‘I’m not looking for apologies,’ I told her, stiffly. 

‘Oh—don’t be pompous,’ she cried. ‘I’d much rather you 
were angry. But anyhow, I’m sorry, my dear, truly sorry. 
You came and helped me at once, leaving the party and aJl 
those girls. You managed to cope with Tommy, when it would 
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have been far too much for me. Then when I ought to have been 
thanking you, I had to start spitting and snarling and clawing 
like a wounded cat.’ She waited a moment, just looking at me. 
‘I behaved very badly, and I really am sorry. There! Well, 
say something.’ 

‘Let’s forget it. Only—just one thing. And I’m not trying to 
give you a dig. But the next time you give me a man’s job to do, 
as you did last Thursday night, don’t tell me when I’ve done it, 
that I’m only a boy—’ 

‘Oh—that’s what you really hated, is it? But Dick my 
darling, don’t forget I’m thirty-five—yes, thirty-five —so I can’t 
help thinking you’re a boy—oh, the biggest and brightest and 
sweetest of all boys—^but a boy.’ Now she came closer, burying 
both hands in the Indian robe I was wearing, and whispered: 
‘Yes, let’s forget Thursday, my dear. Remember the Sunday 
before, when you gave me the book. I didn’t quite behave as if 
you were a boy then, did I? Or have you forgotten?’ 

‘Of course I haven’t forgotten, Julie. But one night it’s like 
that—then the next time I’m trying to maul you about— 
though I’d barely touched you—’ 

‘Richard Herncastle—oh, it’s really rather a good name, 
isn’t it? Perhaps one day you may be famous. But what I wanted 
to say, you sweet idiot, is that you must learn a little about 
women—just watch for a few signs—’ 

‘When do I get a chance?’ 

‘You’ll have to lend me another book, won’t you?’ She 
touched my mouth with her finger. ‘I must run or Tommy’ll 
be shouting for me. ’Bye, my dear.’ 

She could leave me like that and I would feel a stifling kind 
of excitement, not good because it killed everything round it 
stone dead. But if I just saw her, without exchanging either any 
bright chat or any whispering and touching, it was quite differ¬ 
ent. What I felt then, being aware of her beauty and perhaps 
all the more keenly aware because othtr people seemed blind to 
it, was a sort of impersonal admiration, as if she had been a 
picture, but this always gave way to a feeling of deep compassion, 
which arose not simply out of what I already knew about her 
but also out of a conviction, not rational, entirely intuitive, 
that she was doomed, as if some invisible court had passed its 
sentence on her. At the same time, even while moved by this 
compassion, I could still feel there was an element in her that 
was undependable, tricky, perhaps treacherous. And if all this 
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seems very complicated, I am sorry, but I think that if anything 
I am simplifying my confusion during this particular period, 
when Julie and I had only these odd occasional encounters. 
Finally, there was something else—^which some people won’t 
believe, but I can’t help that—that just as I knew intuitively 
there would never be any escape for her, not only into some 
kind of happiness but even into contentment, as if I could see 
her hurrying along one wrong road after another, I also knew, 
though it was all very vague, that sooner or later I would enter 
into a relationship with her that wouldn’t do cither of us any 
good at all. 

During the second house on the Wednesday, after I had 
changed and looked in on Uncle Nick, who was taking it easy 
and had given me a glass of his champagne, and after I had 
passed on the stairs Susie, Bob, Ambrose and Esmond, coming 
up to change, I ran into Nancy. It was the first time we’d had 
a chance to be alone while she was still in her stage costiime; 
and perhaps—and it flashed through my mind as soon as I saw 
her—she might still be the saucy girl with the beautiful and 
witty legs, not the serious disapproving one with the rather pale 
face and the smudgy reproachful eyes. 

‘It’s my girl in pink,’ I shouted, opening my arms. 

‘Not yours—theirs—anybody’s,’ she cried. And as I tried to 
stop her, rather clumsily, on one side, laughing she dodged past 
me on the other side, the beautiful and witty legs flying upst.airs. 

I charged after her. At the first landing, not hers, she feinted to 
turn, deceiving me for a moment, and it was not until wc 
reached the second landing that I caught up to her. 

‘No, Dick, you mustn’t,’ she cried, still half laughing, as my 
arms went round her. ‘It isn’t fair. I hate you. You’re a beast.’ 

‘This girl doesn’t think so—no, not this one.’ And then 
because she rested against me for one delicious moment, I 
let my grasp go slack. She tore out of my arms, with a little 
shriek of triumph; she went with a kind of dancing run along 
the corridor; and shouting some nonsense I tore after her. But 
as I said earlier, there was a kind of party atmosphere backstage 
these nights, with dressing-room doors wide open and people 
exchanging visits or chatting along the corridors. So there were 
arms stretched out and cheers for our race. I think it wjis Ambrose 
and Esmond who wouldn’t allow Nancy to escape, blocking 
the way, together with the call boy—^he was called Edgar, I 
remember—^who must have just brought up food and drink for 
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somebody. And my arms were around Nancy again, and she 
was laughing while telling me I was a brute, and I was laughing 
in breathless triumph, and the others were laughing in sym¬ 
pathy, and either Ambrose or Esmond or both of them together 
was exclaiming, ‘Really it’s marvellous—^wc’re all so madly 
gay these nights,’ when we heard the shot, which came from a 
closed dressing-room nearer the stairs. We all stared in that 
direction and then at one another. 

‘ Who dresses there? ’ somebody asked. 

‘ Mr Burrard,’ said Edgar. As call boy he had the freedom of 
all dressing-rooms, so he added: ‘I'd better go and see, hadn’t 
I?’ 

He hurried along, and rather uneasily several of us drifted 
aftci him. He went in, came out with a face like paper, tried to 
speak but began retching and then was sick. I hadn’t noticed 
Uncle Nick leaving his dressing-room, which was at the other 
end of the corridor, but now, still the Indian Magician and tall, 
imposing, authoritative in his robes, he swept past us, saying, 
‘Keep aiAay. I’ll do this.’ Nobody said a word while he was in 
the dressing-room; we might have been all turned to stone. 

‘Burrard’s dead,’ he announced curtly when he came out. 
‘Shot himself.’ He closed the door behind him. ‘Keep out. 
You wouldn’t like it. Where’s that boy? Never mind. Richard, 
go down and tell the stage manager. Somebody’ll have to ring 
up the police.’ 

As I went downstairs, there was a rush to my side and a hand 
gripi)cd mine. It was Nancy. ‘I'm coming w’ith you, Dick. I 
don’t know why. Just to be doing something, I suppose. You 
don’t mind, do you? I don’t want to listen to them all talking. 
Don’t talk, Dick, please.’ She seemed mostly a small desperate 
hand. 

As soon as we reached the stage level, w'c could hear Tommy’s 
sketch going uproariously. I left Nancy to go up to the prompt 
corner to whisper to the stage manager. In the brilliantly illum¬ 
inated box of the stage, Tommy Beamish, with his improbable 
ginger moustache and his gleaming but strangely wavering 
eyes, was crying, ‘Immaterial? Immaterial?' in a tone of horror 
and was beginning to climb over the sofa. When I rejoined 
Nancy, she was crying, and I took her further away from the 
stage, towards the stairs, and then held her and tried to comfort 
her. 

‘ It seems so much worse because I couldn’t bear him—’ 
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‘He was out of his mind, Nancy. I warned Uncle Nick— 
I told him poor Burrard seemed to me quite barmy—’ 

‘But perhaps that was because nobody liked him any more. 
Perhaps if we’d just pretended, Dick—’ 

‘No, it must have been something else, Nancy. Probably 
something that attacked his brain.’ (And I wasn’t far out, I 
learnt later from the inquest.) 

‘You won’t believe me when I say I don’t like this life— 
but I don’t—I don’t—I don’t—’ 

‘I know—I know—I know—’ I Said soothingly, holding her 
a little tighter and rubbing my cheek against her hair. 

She didn’t move for a few moments, then she pulled away 
gently, gave me a quick kiss, and said: ‘We must go up. Lend 
me your handkerchief.’ Then as we walked towards the stairs: 
‘Perhaps he could hear us—chasing about and laughing—not 
caring what happened to him. And even now I can’t help feeling 
he was so awful. I stopped speaking to him weeks and weeks 
ago. And somehow that makes it worse. Perhaps we were all 
happy too soon.’ 

‘I don’t believe that, Nancy. And I hope you won’t.’ 

‘I don’t know what I believe, Dick. I’m all rnuddled up. 
If somebody had told me Burrard was leaving us, I’d have 
been delighted. Now it’s horrible—^frightening.’ I let her move 
a step ahead of me now, though she was going slowly, drooping 
a little above that short pink skirt. She went on: ‘We none of 
us wanted him—not even any of those idiots in front—^we 
longed for him to go and leave us. So he did—like that. And 
perhaps we made him. And perhaps now it’ll never be the same.’ 
And perhaps it wasn’t. 
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Boole TTwo 




I 


There were two immediate changes, and, as far as I was 
concerned, both were for the better. The first was that we left 
Glasgow for the West Riding, my own part of the world—and 
of course Uncle Nick’s too, but unlike me he had no affection 
for it, and indeed disliked it. (He said too many people round 
there were narrow, stupid and conceited, which may have been 
his honest opinion. But another reason may have been that he 
was always liable to be recognised by people who remembered 
him before he became a variety star and didn’t hesitate to tell 
him so, some of them calling him Albert Edward too.) We were 
playing three consecutive weeks in the West Riding—first 
Bradford, then Leeds, then Sheffield, which meant we should 
have no long Sunday train journeys. And I knew Bradford 
pretty well, having been fairly often, and I knew that if the 
weather was no good for outdoor sketching—and now, with no 
more rehearsing, I was free all day—I could go to the Cart¬ 
wright Memorial Hall or to the Reference Library in Darley 
Street to look through some special numbers of The Studio, We 
were all in digs fairly close together and only about ten minutes’ 
walk from the Empire. I was two doors away from Uncle Nick 
and Cissie, and was sharing a sitting-room with Ricarlo, who 
must have known in advance about our landlady, Mrs Sugden, 
a widow of about the right age, proportions, colouring, even if 
at first sight she seemed too gnmly business-like for dalliance. 
Nancy, Susie and Bob Hodson were at the end of the same 
terrace, and Julie and Tommy Beamish (I never did know 
where old Courtenay hid himself) were not far away. And 
though it was late November, Monday morning was fine and 
clear, without a threat of rain or fog, though cold enough, with 
a glitter of frost and a sprinkling of snow already on the highest 
hilltops. I could see myself doing some sketching, possibly on 
the moors, and there was Nancy, not a hundred yards away; 
and it all seemed splendid, as indeed it was until that damned 
agent came. But he makes his entrance later. 

The second change for the better was the act that replaced 
poor Burrard’s. Jennings and Johnson, Comedy Duo —as they 
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called themselves on the bill—^were Americans and had only 
just arrived in England. Bill Jennings and Hank Johnson had 
married two sisters, now running a dress shop in Cleveland, 
Ohio, but were not otherwise related; nevertheless, they looked, 
talked, behaved, almost exactly alike both on and off the stage. 
They were in their late forties or early fifties, broad-faced, com¬ 
fortable, genuinely humorous men who were always easy, 
never perturbed, and in a quiet and amiable fashion didn’t 
seem to give a damn, just as Uncle Nick (who took to them at 
once) didn’t in his own saturnine way. Their act was as much 
ahead of its time as poor Burrard’s had been behind it. They 
were on immediately before us, as Burrard had been, so I 
always knew how their act was going, and very often it left 
our audiences, especially in the first houses, more be vildered 
than amused. I loved it. They put on hardly any make-up; 
they wore dark blue suits, winged collars, sober ties; and they 
looked like a couple of insurance men or bank cashiers, except 
for the twinkle in their eyes. They would sing, poker-faced and 
without any enthusiasm, some quite incongruous ditty {Every 
night sitting in the parlour — Ain't love grand*), exchange some 
indolent and nonsensical backchat, and then, wearing bowler 
hats that they would take off to toss imaginary flowers out of 
them, they would go slowly and gravely, as if two middle- 
aged insurance men had gone mad, through the motions of a 
ballet. They were masters of that incongruity which, at least in 
my opinion, added the necessary condiments and spices to 
music-hall fare. 

Off the stage they existed in an atmosphere of cigars, whisky, 
cool lechery (they were after Nonie Colmar like a shot), 
humorous reminiscence filled with incredibly tall stories. 
They were always friendly with me but they c^led me ‘Son’, 
and it was only Uncle Nick, out of all the people on the bill, 
whom they regarded as their equal and their friend. He too had 
toured America, on the Orpheum and Pantiiges and other 
circuits, often playing three and even four shows a day, and this 
gave the three of them plenty of common ground. Moreover, 
Uncle Nick was a very good billiards and snooker player, and as 
they were experts at American Pool, he was able to spend many 
happy afternoons teaching them our English varieties of these 
cue-and-ball games. The arrival of Jennings and Johnson was a 
little piece of luck coming just before I would need one, as we 
shall see. Their act never failed to amuse me, no matter what 
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I might be feeling; their companionship helped to keep Uncle 
Nick in a good temper just when I was all too often in a bad 
temper, as we shall also see. Perhaps if they hadn’t turned up. 
Uncle Nick might have bounced me back to my office stool. 

The weather staying fine, very cold on the tops but crisp 
and clear, both on Tuesday and Wednesday of that week in 
Bradford, I put a slab of pork or veal-and-ham pie (they were 
very good then in the West Riding) in the knapsack with my 
painting gear, took trams towards the moors, and did some 
sketching. It had to be hurried because I soon felt cold; I also 
felt rather lonely. So on Wednesday, after the second house, I 
waited for Nancy and insisted upon walking up to the digs with 
her. I told her what I’d been doing with myself, then went on: 

‘It’s wintry of course now, but there’s some wonderful coun¬ 
try up there and I wish you’d come and have a look at it with 
me tomorrow.’ 

‘And what do I do while you’re trying to paint? Stand about 
and freeze?’ 

‘All right, forget it, Nancy. It is cold up there—and you’re 
not used to it, not like our girls—’ 

‘What girls?’ 

‘Never mind. It was just an idea. I happened to remember 
how I’d been wishing today, all day—but no—sorry I spoke.’ 

‘My goodness! You can be artful when you try, can’t you, 
Dick? Very well. I’ll risk it, just to prove I needn’t be outdone 
by your girb, if they exist. Where do we go and when do we 
start?’ 

We took a train in the middle of the mornii^ to Ilkley and 
climbed up to Rombalds Moor. It was a late November day 
in a thousand, with a pale sun visible all the time, no patches 
of fog anywhere, the moorland tracks quite hard and the grass 
glittering with frost and the great shapes of the hills firmly 
drawn in sepia and indigo. Nancy, muffled up in tweeds and 
wearing her angler’s hat, her eyes shining above pink cheeks 
and an equally pink ridiculous nose, looked comical and en¬ 
chanting. I felt again what I had felt during that romp at Sir 
Alec’s, that sensation of pure happiness, but this time of course 
it lasted much longer. And even while I wished we could go on 
for ever, climbing together into this high empty world (‘And 
I realise now,’ Nancy said, ‘I haven’t been breathing any real 
air for ages and ages. ’) I felt too, obscurely and far below the 
level of this conscious wish, that if we only knew more we could 
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go on for ever. This exalted state somehow existed permanently; 
it didn’t leave us but we in our blindness and ignorance turned 
away from it. 

The few sketches I did were very quick, hardly more than 
notes that might later guide my memory. I worked as fast as 
I could so that Nancy wouldn’t feel the cold and get impatient. 
I told her so and was promptly and sharply told in my turn not 
to tell her what she knew already. But then when I was hastily 
putting away my gear after the final sketch, quite unexpectedly, 
for we hadn’t touched each other up to then, she put her arms 
round my neck and kissed me gently. 

‘No, no, that’s all,’ she said. ‘It didn’t mean what you think. 
It was just the look on your face, a kind of happy child’s look. 
That’s what I wanted to kiss, so don’t start imagining things. 
And let’s go. I’m frozen.’ 

When all the colour and much of the light had gone, we 
came to the village of Hawksworth, no more then than a cluster 
of low stone cottages. There we learnt that a Mrs Wilkinson 
might provide us with tea, and after a little hesitation, because 
it was the wrong time of year and she wasn’t sure she ‘could 
manage’, Mrs Wilkinson, a kind of talking russet ^pple, did 
provide us with tea—not in the usual front room, where there 
was no fire, but in the kitchen, where there was a splendid 
fire, a settle, and many mysterious gleaming utensils. After 
we had taken turns with a piece of yellow soap and a bowl in 
the passage, which had a fine country smell of hens and white¬ 
wash, we sat down to an enormous tea while Mrs Wilkinson, 
after being assured that we had enough, busied herself else¬ 
where. 

‘My goodness! I’m being a greedy pig,’ said Nancy, who 
looked entrancing in the lamplight. ‘But I love it here. I’d 
like to come and stay here every summer. Just Mrs Wilkinson 
and me—^though you could call now and again. Say something, 
Dick. What’s the matter? Aren’t you enjoying it.^’ 

‘Of course. But I suddenly felt I was enjoying it too much. 
As if—’ But there I stopped. I didn’t want to say any more just 
then. Nancy looked at me. It was the most intimate and most 
revealing thing that had ever happened between us. Over and 
over again, afterwards, I tried to recapture that look, but I 
never could, though God knows I remembered its existence. 

‘Arc you sure you’ve had enough?’ Mrs Wilkinson was back 
with us. ‘Well, that’ll be one-and-two altogether—sevenpence 
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each.’ As I paid her, she went on: ‘Ah must say you’re a right 
nice-looking young couple. An’ Ah think you come from some¬ 
where round here, young man—but she doesn’t. Do you, love?’ 

‘No, I don’t,’ said Nancy, smiling. ‘As it happens we’re 
both playing in Bradford this week. We’re on the stage.’ 

‘Stage? Well, Ah’d never have thought it.’ 

‘And we don’t know what we’re doing,’ I cried, jumping up. 

‘Why—^what’s the matter, Dick?’ 

‘ It’s nearly five o’clock now and we’re miles from anywhere— 
trains, trams, anything. I’ve got to be ready to go on before 
seven.’ 

‘Oh—^gosh—yes, of course.’ Nancy was now as alarmed as I 
was. ‘ Mrs Wilkinson, what can we do? ’ 

‘I.ad next door can diive you to station in his horse and trap 
— though it’ll cost you half-a-crown. Knows how to charge, 
that lad. Shall /\h tell him? ’ 

‘Yes, please. Get your things, Dick. We must hurry—hurry— 
hurry—’ 

The luck stayed with us—^it was that kind of day—though I 
was half-sick with anxiety as we rattled down in the trap to the 
station—Menston, I think—and kept asking the ‘lad’, who was 
years older than I was, to drive faster, faster. Though the air 
was so cold on our faces, I could fc'cl myself beginning to sweat. 
And Nancy, knowing what I felt, kept squeezing my hand hard. 
Now everything depended on there being a train quite soon, 
for if there weren’t, I was done for, but the lovely luck of the 
day held into the dark. \V e had only a few minutes to wait for 
the train. Even then, of course, it seemed to crawl and stop too 
often. It was half past six when we reached the Midland Station 
in Biadfoid, which I kuevv v as about half a mile from the 
Empiic. I told Nancy, who had plenty of time, that I would 
have to run for it, and when she insisted upon carrying my 
knapsack and sketchbook, I gave them to her at once and liter¬ 
ally began running. Sam, Ben and Barney had already left the 
dressing-room when I arrived there, sweating and gasping. 
I did a quick change almost w'orthy of R. A. Roberts himself 
(he used to play a whole sketch about Dick Turpin by himself, 
making incredibly quick changes), and then rushed down to 
the stage only to discover that Jennings and Johnson—bless 
them!—w’ere just beginning their ballet routine. And the luck 
held out longer still, for Uncle Nick, who went down usually 
in good time, was actually late for once, later in fact than I was. 
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But then the luck, having held out so far, vanished without 
saying Good-bye. 

What happened was that when 1 had changed after our 
second show I went along to Uncle Nick’s dressing-room, as I 
often did, and found him smoking a cigar and drinking cham¬ 
pagne with a visitor. This was an oldish tubby man, hot and 
sweaty, who was wearing a collar with wide wings and a polka- 
dot bow tie and a suit of Donegal tweed. And I took an instant 
dislike to him. 

‘Joe, this is my nephew, Richard Hemcastle,’ said Uncle 
Nick. ‘ Mr Joe Bosenby—my agent.’ 

‘Well, well, well, well!’ cried Bosenby, grabbing my hand 
and then pumping it as if I’d just taken him off a sinking sliip. 
‘My congratulations, young man!’ 

‘What for?’ 

‘I’ll tell you what for. Because you’re now working with one 
of the cleverest artistes—yes, and one of the most successful 
artistes—^in variety today. I’ve handled ’em all, and I know. 
Marvellous! You realise it’s a privilege, don’t you?’ Bosenby 
was one of those fast talkers who ask questions but don’t let you 
answer them. ‘Of course you realise it’s a privilege.” 

‘He doesn’t, Joe,’ said Uncle Nick dryly. ‘And anyhow, 
stop selling me to him.’ 

‘I can’t help it, Nick old boy. What a marvellous act! 
And better than ever—^better than ever. That Vanishing Cyclist 
had me beaten tonight—and I’ve seen ’em all—^seen ’em all. 
And that box trick with the girl—best in the business— 
marvellous! Well now, Nick—where were we?’ 

‘Just a minute.’ Then Uncle Nick looked at me. ‘Tell Cissie 
not to wait, and that I’m having supper with Joe Bosenby. 
Better walk her up to the digs yourself, lad. By the way, we’re 
losing the girl Cissie says you fancy. They’re all going into a 
panto—where is it, Joe? ’ 

‘Theatre Royal, Plymouth. Jimmy Glover’s show. Start 
rehearsing next week. It’s little Nancy who’s taken your eye, 
is it, young man? Don’t blame you. Clever kid—^nice kid. But 
that’s how it is in this business—^here today, gone tomorrow. 
I’ve booked The Musical Tiplows to replace Susie and Nancy. 
Nice refined act—always goes well. Father and two daughters. 
And I don’t see this young man keeping a sharp lookout for 
those two—eh, Nick?’ And Bosenby gave a yelp of a laugh. 
I could have killed him. 
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After I had given Gissie Uncle Nick’s message, she said: 
‘What’s the matter with you, Dick? I know there’s something.* 

I told her what Bosenby had said. ‘And, Gissie,’ I went 
on, ‘do you mind hanging on until I’ve spoken to Nancy?’ 

‘No, I don’t mind, Dick. But if I was you, I wouldn’t say 
anything to her tonight. I don’t think you’re in a proper mood. 
You might say something you’ll be sorry for afterwards. If 
you’ll take my advice, you won’t say anything to her tonight.’ 

But of course I didn’t take her advice. We never do accept 
any sensible advice at the very time we need it. Nobody could 
have stopped me behaving like a young idiot. I waited, a sour 
vat of anger, bitterness, stupidity, and then caught Nancy on 
her way up to her dressing-room. 

‘ Oh—Dick, I’ve been thinking about today. It was so much 
better than I expected it to be. I’d love to go back there in 
spring or summer. And when we wouldn’t have to huriy away 
from Mrs Wilkinson’s. Why, Dick—^what’s the matter?’ 

I hadn’t spoken, and the light was bad where we were stand¬ 
ing, so how did she know that something was wrong? Ninety- 
nine out of a hundred of them, nine times out of ten, can do it. 
But how, w’ith what? Nobody tells us. 

‘I’ve just heard that you’ie leaving—to go into a pantomime,’ 
I began heavily. 

‘Oh—^yes,’ she said brightly. ‘Plymouth. I'm playing 
Dandini, and Susie the second principal boy—’ 

‘You sound very pleased about it—’ 

‘Well, in a way 1 am. Panto’s more fun—and you’re in a 
company—and can settle down without having to move on 
every week—^you know.’ 

And that’s another thing I’^ e noticed about most women— 
that while they can perceive in a flash that something is wrong, 
that you’re in a bad mood, the way they then behave isn’t 
governed by this intuition. Either they ignore it or wilfully defy 
it. Gk)d knows I was determined to be stupid, but even so, if she 
hadn’t sounded so pleased about leaving me for pantomime and 
Plymouth, I might have been less accusing, less bitter. 

‘I must say—’ and of course I was as heavy as lead ‘—^for 
somebody who pretends not to like being on the stage, I can’t 
see why panto should be moie fun. You’ll be showing even 
more leg every afternoon and evening. You’ll —* 

‘Stop it, Dick.’ She was very sharp. 

‘I also had a silly idea that we were fiiends —* 
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*I wish you could hear yourself.’ 

‘I am hearing myself. And I know that if I were leaving, I’d 
sound—and feel—^sorry, and not be so bloody bright about it—’ 

‘Go and swear at somebody else. Gk)od night.’ And she began 
hurrying up the steps, the lovely legs twinkling at me. 

‘Oh—good night then—good night,’ I shouted after her. 
‘Good-bye.’ 

When we think about our youth we are too apt to remember 
its rushes of wild happiness and to forget its equally sudden and 
appalling descents into misery. But npw that I am remembering 
everything, I can’t forget what I felt, after my idiotic shouting, 
as I stared at the empty steps. 1 was like a man weighing a ton 
on a dead planet. 

‘You said or did something silly,’ Cissie told me as soon as 
we were outside, ‘And now you’re really miserable, aren’t 
you—^you silly boy?’ 

‘Cold night, isn’t it?’ 

‘Yes, it is.’ She took my arm and squeezed it. ‘Well, if you 
don’t want to talk about it, you needn’t, Dick. But I must say, 
I wish it had been that other one—Julie Blane—who was 
leaving. You know she’s got her eye on you, don’t you? Oh— 
yes—^she has. I can tell.’ 

‘Well, I don’t know how. I haven’t exchanged ten words 
with her for the past week. So let’s not talk about her either. 
What about Bill Jennings and Hank Johnson?’ 

‘They’re all right. Nice fellows in a way. But their hands 
wander a lot. And if I thought I’d have to sit up late with one 
of ’em. I’d have both legs in one stocking.’ 

‘Your mind runs on a tramline, Cissie.’ 

This didn’t worry her. ‘ If you mean what I think you mean — 
doesn’t yours? ’ 

‘No, it doesn’t.’ 

‘I believe you but thousands wouldn’t. I won’t believe you, 
though, if you tell me you haven’t been thinking about little 
Nancy Ellis in bed—’ 

‘Well, I haven’t. So turn it up, Cissie.’ And it was quite true 
—I hadn’t. It doesn’t follow that if I had been mentally un¬ 
dressing Nancy, I would have admitted it to Cissie; but it was 
the honest truth that I hadn't. And this doesn’t mean I wasn’t 
charged up to the eyebrows with sex, because, as I’ve already 
suggested, I was. My imagination would heat up round an 
image of Julie Blane or Nonie, who still occasionally bumped 
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into me, or some girl I would stare at in a teashop. But if I 
thought about Nancy, she had her clothes on and so had I, 
and we were arguing, not making love. 

And of course if I’d had any sense, I’d have sought her out 
on the Friday or Saturday and we’d have done some real 
arguing and then made it up. But I wasn’t going to make the 
first move, and neither was she. What I didn’t understand, 
during those two days, was what it would be like when she 
really had gone. While she was still close at hand, round any 
corner, the quarrel was a kind of idiot game I was playing 
stubbornly; but as soon as she was three hundred miles away, 
there was a great blank in the pattern of my life, quite im¬ 
possible to ignore until the whole pattern changed, leaving 
her out of it, and I changed with it, first in anger, then in 
despair. And after that, of course, I wasn’t quite the same chap. 


2 

The following Monday, at the Leeds Empire. The 
Musical Tiplows pushed in ahead of me at the band call and 
were demanding and fussy and time-wasting, and I would have 
hated them even if they hadn’t been there instead of Nancy. 
I disliked their kind of musical act anyhow; it was an imitation 
diawing-room peifonnanee, with Father at the piano, under a 
shaded lamp, accompanying the Girls; and everything they 
played was either hackneyed or dripping with syrup. Mr 
Tiplow had a lot of silvery hair and a drooping moustache; 
one Miss Tiplow, who played the ’cello, was long and thin, 
and the other, who alternated between a fiddle and a flute, 
was short and fat; and all three somehow suggested a Phiz 
illustration to Dickens. 

‘Son,’ said Bill Jennings, who must have noticed me scowling 
at the Tiplows, ‘what’s wrong with you guys is you can’t 
appreciate genu-wine rec-finement.’ 

‘I’ll tell you another thing, son,’ Hank Jenninp drawled. 
‘You’re looking at two females that even Bill will keep his 
hands off.’ 

‘Boy, I’m trying to imagine them playing Butte, Montana, 
on a Saturday night,’ said Bill dreamily. 
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‘There’s a bar across the street, friends,’ sziid Hank. ‘You 
coining, son? You could ask for plenty of water with it.’ 

I said I wouldn’t risk it, not having had my turn. A few 
minutes later, Julie Blane came up to me. ‘How long are these 
idiots going to be, Dick? Are you next? Good! Then wait for me, 
and we’ll have drink—^um? Lovely.’ 

We found a quiet corner in the bar, where Jennings and 
Johnson, with some other people, were drawling away at the 
counter. ‘God knows what Tommy will do to those Tiplows. 
They were made for him to burlesque. He’ll murder them. 
And you’ll be delighted, won’t you, Dick my dear? ’ 

‘Yes, Julie. So let me know when he puts them into the act.’ 

‘You can’t forgive them because they’re here and your 
little Nancy isn’t.’ When I didn’t reply, she went on: ‘We 
exchanged a few words on Saturday night. I gather you’ve had 
a row.’ 

I nodded, and then drank about half of my beer. When I 
put the glass down I saw that she was giving me a curious 
speculative sort of look. I waited for her to speak. 

‘You do realise, don’t you, that for sixpence—or, say, a 
shilling if you’re eloquent—^you could send her a ^re to the 
Theatre Royal, Plymouth, and probably put an end to your 
ridiculous quarrel?’ And perhaps I ought to add here that in 
those days everybody in the theatre sent telegrams, hardly ever 
writing a letter. 

‘ What do I say—that I’m sorry and it’s all my fault—^when 
it was she who behaved badly?’ 

‘Yes, of course. Don’t you know anything about women?’ 

‘No, not much. We’d had what I thought was a wonderful 
day out together. I thought we were becoming close friends 
—to say the least of it. And then, that night, she didn’t even 
pretend to be sorry she was leaving. Something more amusing 
had turned up—so cheerio—good-bye! All right, that’s that. 
And I’m not sending any apologetic wires or letters. Why should 
I?’ 

‘But now you’re feeling miserable—^lonely?’ She was serious, 
and her dark but strangely brilliant look was searching. Afrer 
1 answered her with a shrug, she smiled and said that she needed 
another whisky, and I told her it was my tvurn and I went to get 
it for her. 

‘Thanks, Dick.’ She swallowed most of it, then looked hard 
at me again. ‘She’s a nice kid,’ she began slowly. ‘But though 
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you’re feeling miserable, lonely, you’re not going to make it 
up with her? You’re sure about that, my dear? ’ 

‘Yes, I ani, Julie. And now I vote we change the subject. 
I don’t see any point in all this.’ 

‘Don’t you?’ She gave me a smile, half affectionate, half 
mocking. Then she turned on her bright manner. ‘It’s all 
rather ghastly just now. Tommy’s been playing these dates 
for years, so that while I’ve no fnends in the neighbourhood 
he’s got lots—mostly horrible people—^bookies and pub pro¬ 
prietors and their dull fat wives. We’re staying at one of their 
pubs. Where are you this week?’ 

‘Sharing digs with Uncle Nick and Cissie.’ 

‘Doesn’t she ever sneak out of his bed and climb into yours? 
Because I know she adores you, my dear.’ 

‘Uncle Nick’s a bit hard with her, so she wants sympathy. 
But there’s no bed work. She doesn’t want it, and I’m dam’ 
sure I don’t.’ 

‘You must have friends round here.’ 

‘A few, but when they’re free—^in the evenings—I’m not.* 

‘But some of them must have places of their own—flats— 
haven’t they?’ 

‘No, they haven’t.’ I was deliberately unresponsive because 
I’d suddenly realised what was in her mind. And the trouble 
was, I wasn’t in the right mood for any artful bed-planning. 
Even there and then, a pub corner on a Monday morning, she 
still seemed to me the most beautiful woman—indeed, to be 
honest, the only really beautiful woman—I’d ever known; 
but I wasn’t in the mood for arranging that she should take her 
clothes off somewhere on Thursday or Friday afternoon. Not 
even if it could be worked, which I doubted. 

‘I see. No places of their own.’ She raised her eyebrows, 
which weren’t thick but were clearly marked, so good for 
raising. ‘Haven’t had much social life so far, have you, Dick 
dear?’ 

‘Not the kind you’d like, Julie—^no. Don’t forget that up to a 
few weeks ago, I was a junior clerk in a spinning mill. You’re 
practically slumming. Miss Blane.’ 

‘Oh—shut up and don’t be stupid. I must fly. But tell me 
this. Do we try to see more of each other—or don’t we?’ 

* Of course we do. But I’ll have to leave it to you —* 

‘I know. And it isn’t going to be easy. But I’ll see.’ 

However, as things turned out that week, we did see more 
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of each other, with nobody objecting and without any plotting 
and planning on her part. odd business began that very 
Monday night. After our second show, I was sitting in Uncle 
Nick’s dressing-room while he was removing his make-up and 
changing—always did this very quickly but Uncle Nick 
liked to take it easy, to sip champagne and talk—^when the 
call boy came in and said there was a gentleman at the stage 
door asking to see Ganga Dun, on very urgent business. And 
this gentleman wasn’t trying to sell anything: it was very 
urgent private business. After hesitating a moment, for he 
didn’t welcome visitors. Uncle Nick told the boy to bring him 
up. 

The visitor was a man in his fifties, thin and bearded, not 
unlike a smaller and dimmer Bernard Shaw. He wore the kind 
of Jaeger stuff associated then with theosophists, socialists, 
vegetarians. ‘ It’s extremely kind of you to see me, Mr Dun—’ 

‘ My name’s Ollanton,’ Uncle Nick told him dryly. ‘ Ganga 
Dun is simply a stage name. And if you’ve come to have 
a talk about India, I must tell you I’ve never even been 
there.’ 

‘Oh—^what a pity! Not that I wanted to talk about India. 
I’ve never been there either. But I assumed you were Indian. 
And therefore more likely to give me a sympathetic hearing. 
Now I’m afraid you may think my request for help quite un¬ 
reasonable. My name’s Foster-Jones—hyphenated—Foster- 
Jones. Not unfamiliar, I imagine.’ He waited expectantly. 

‘ It is to me. What about you, Richard? By the way, this is my 
nephew, Richard Herncastle. He’s the tall young Indian in the 
act—the vanishing cyclist.’ 

‘How d’you do? You must be extremely clever—’ 

‘No, I’m not, but my uncle is,’ I told him. ‘And the only 
Foster-Jones I’ve heard of is the suffragette—Mrs Foster- 
Jones—’ 

‘Exactly, exactly. My wife. And it’s on her behalf I’m here. 
Two fnends brought me here tonight—I rarely go to music 
halls—but they felt I needed some distraction. And as soon as I 
saw your amazing performance, Mr Ollanton, I also saw a faint 
ray of hope. And that’s why I’m here, sir.’ He looked appeal¬ 
ingly at Uncle Nick. 

‘Well, go on, Mr Foster-Jones,’ said Uncle Nick, pretending 
not to be curious though I could see that he was. ‘What’s it all 
about?’ 
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Foster-Jones looked solemn. ‘ Mr Ollanton, I hope you believe 
that women should have the vote.’ 

‘ No, I don’t. And I often think it ought to be taken away from 
most men—half-wits, the majority of ’em.’ 

‘Oh dear—oh dear!’ Foster-Joncs had one of those faces just 
right for falling. ‘Now I don’t know what to do. If you’re 
unsympathetic to the cause, I feel I ought not to tell you any 
more.’ 

‘Please yourself. But you might tell me what you had in 
mind when you asked to see me.’ 

Foster-Jones hesitated, as if he didn’t know what to say, 
and then said the one thing that would fix Uncle Nick’s 
attention and interest. ‘ I wanted you to make my wife disappear.’ 

‘You did, did you?’ There was a gleam in Uncle Nick’s eye. 

‘Not on the stage, of course—but actually—in real life— 
from a meeting, in fact. Oh dear—now I’m telling you too 
much.’ 

‘You’d better tell us the lot now. Even if we can’t do any¬ 
thing for you, we promise to keep what you tell us to ourselves— 
eh, Richard? Right. Now then. Mi Foster-Jones.’ 

‘My wife Agnes—^Agnes Foster-Jones—is one of the leaders 
of the suffragette movement. She’s already suffered two ‘^erms 
of imprisonment—a delicate, highly-strung woman, please 
remember. She’s now on the run, as they say—hiding from the 
police, who would arrest her on sight. Actually—’ and now he 
lowered his voice—‘she’s staying with friends, keen sympa¬ 
thisers, not ten miles from here. Now on Sunday, here in Leeds, 
a big meeting and demonstration have been arranged. And the 
police of course will be in att« ndancc. Now if my wife could 
suddenly appear on the platform and make a speech—she’s 
an extremely good speaker—the effect would be sensational. 
And she’s determined to do it. But of eourse as soon as she’d 
finished speaking, she’d be arrested at once, either immediately 
after she left the platform or as she tried to get out of the hall. 
But if in some way she could disappear after making her 
speech—’ He finished the sentence not with his voice but with 
his eyes, looking at Uncle Nick like a sick spaniel. ‘It suddenly 
occurred to me, as I watched your extraordinary tricks and 
illusions tonight, that you might be able to do something. I 
dare say we could offer you a fee—’ 

‘No, no, no, forget that. It’s the problem that interests me. 
She has to appear on the platform and make a speech—and 
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it must be a short speech, 1 warn you—and then apparently 
vanish, to escape arrest. That’s it, isn’t it? Well, it oughtn’t 
to be too difficult.’ 

‘Goodness gracious me! It really can be done, can it, Mr 
Ollanton?’ Fostcr-Jones was all eagerness, admiration, excite¬ 
ment. 

Uncle Nick enjoyed the admiration but disapproved of the 
eagerness and excitement. ‘Take it easy, now. If I’ve work to do, 
so have you. First, I want you to come back here tomorrow at 
this time, and bring with you a rough plan of the hall showing 
entrances and exits, and also—this is most important—a more 
detailed plan of the platform, showing exactly how one can 
reach it and leave it. You’ve got that? Right. I also need 
several photographs of your wife—and at least one of them full- 
length—together with details of her build—height, weight, 
and so forth—’ 

‘I think I could tell you now,’ Foster-Jones began eagerly. 

‘Tomorrow, if you don’t mind. Will she take orders from 
you?’ 

‘Well—^no, not exactly. We don’t believe in that kind of 
relationship—’ 

‘I do,’ said Uncle Nick grimly. ‘Well, tell her that I can’t 
undertake to rescue her from the police unless she promises to 
do exactly what I tell her to do. No argument. No wanting 
to do this, not wanting to do that. And what I’ll ask her to do 
will be quite simple, quite reasonable. Nothing like what 
Richard here and the others have to do in my act.’ 

‘No, of course not. I don’t think there’ll be any difficulty 
there, Mr Ollanton. My wife can be headstrong—but not in 
this instance, I’m siu*e. Is there anything else? ’ 

‘Yes. In order to pull this off properly, I may have to take 
one or two otlier people into my confidence. You’ll have to 
trust me there, Mr Foster-Jones. But just remember I could 
run into trouble, helping somebody to avoid arrest, so I’m not 
likely to risk anybody talking too much, am I? No, no, never 
mind any thanks. I haven’t done anything yet. And I’m hungry 
and I want my supper. So off you go, and be back here tomor¬ 
row night. Richard, see if Cissie’s ready.’ 

When I came back to tell him she was waiting for us—and he 
had now taken off his make-up and was dressing—^he said: 
‘It’s a nuisance, but I can’t risk telling Cissie what we’re up to. 
Whatever she promised, she’d never be able to keep it to her- 
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self. If we tell her, we might as well have it in the Yorkshire 
Evening Post. So you be careful, lad. If she thinks we*re up to 
something, she’d try worming it out of you when she wouldn’t 
dare to tackle me. So watch it, lad.’ 

During supper Uncle Nick hardly spoke, while Cissie and 
I made rude remarks about the Tiplow family, who appeared 
to have snubbed Cissie when she made a friendly approach to 
them. But as soon as we had done and Uncle Nick lit a cigar, 
he told Cissie sharply to pop off to bed. ‘You’re looking tired, 
girl, and anyhow I want to have a word with Richard about a 
possible new effect. So off you go.’ And Cissie didn’t object 
chiefly because she never had the slightest interest in the techni¬ 
cal side of the act, whic h always seemed to her a lot of nonsense. 
She had never seen it from in front and couldn’t imagine how 
it w’ould appear to an audience. But I genuinely enjoved listen¬ 
ing to Uncle Nick discussing his technical problems, before 
any of them reached the diagram stage when Sam and Ben 
could be brought in; and this was piobably the chief reason 
why he liked to have me around. 

‘You don’t see Mrs Foster-Jones—^who’s quite a famous 
suffragette, by the w'ay—climbing into a trick box after she’s 
left the platform, do you, uncle?’ 

After producing two superb smoke rings, he said slowly, 
enjoying himself: ‘ I did turn it over in my mind. Just as a bloody 
great lark. But this is too serious, lad.’ 

‘I know it is. If they get their hands on her, they may be 
forcibly feeding her by the end of next week. And that’s not 
funny. Uncle Nick.’ 

‘Thanks for telling me. I may not care whether she gets the 
vote or not, but now—^you silly young bugger—-I’m on her 
side—and chancing my arm.’ He said nothing for a moment or 
two, silently and happily sorting out his ideas. ‘I think mis¬ 
direction is what we want here, lad. She makes her speech— 
and she’ll have to keep it short—then the police see her leave 
the platform and close in on her, to make the arrest. Only that 
won’t be Mrs Foster-Jones, the one they see leaving the plat¬ 
form. And they’ll be too busy to notice the real one, who’ll 
now look a bit different, of course. This can be worked out 
nicely so long as there’s a central entrance on to the platform, 
as there usually is in these big halls. And if there are some steps 
going down from one end of the platform, as there often are, 
then I can work it beautifully.’ 
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*But it mesns that soniebody wiH have to impersonate Mrs 
Foster-Jones. And who’s that going to be?’ 

*I know who it isn’t going to be—and that’s our Cissie. But 
apart from that, we can’t decide until we know more about 
Mrs Foster-Jones. And now you can leave it to me, lad. I’ll see 
if there’s any better way of doing it. So off you go. And I don’t 
mind telling you, lad. I’m going to enjoy this.’ 

‘I know you are. And I think I am too. ’Night, Uncle 
Nick.’ 

Foster-Jones saved me from a lot of misery, that week in 
Leeds. Nancy had gone, and I was still feeling the loss and the 
hurt. Sketching outdoors was impossible; the clear cold weather 
of the week before might have ended in snow—and I have 
always been fascinated by snowy landscapes—but instead it 
turned to dark rain and dirty low ceilings of cloud; with I.ecds, 
never a favourite of mine, no treat at all. So in this situation, 
Foster-Jones was a life-saver. 

He arrived in Uncle Nick’s dressing-room, on Tuesday night, 
bringing with him the female half of the two keen sympathisers, 
who was called Muriel Dirks. She was small but had a large, 
damply pale face and huge poached eyes. When asked for an 
opinion she was always helpful and sounded quite cheerful, 
but somehow she looked all the time as if she was about to cry. 
However, as soon as Fostcr-Jones produced the plans of the 
hall. Uncle Nick ignored both of them and talked to me as if 
they weren’t there. 

‘You see, lad,’ he began triumphantly, ‘this is just what I 
wanted. Look here. Steps going down from each end of the 
platform to the floor of the hall, with a pass door leading from 
the auditorium to the artistes’ rooms, offices and whatnot, at 
the back, behind the platform. Now then—look—the platform 
has a central entrance, between these rows of seats on each 
side—^for choirs, special supporters of meetings—they’ll be 
filling those seats on Sunday, if it’s a big meeting.’ 

‘You are, aren’t you, Muriel?’ said Foster-Jones anxiously. 

‘Of course we are,’ Mrs Dirks began. ‘We’ve already sent 
out—’ 

But Uncle Nick wasn’t bothering with them, and he cut in 
brutally: ‘Now look, lad. We put up a screen, masking that 
central entrance. Mrs Fostcr-Jones, at the end of her speech, 
when they’re cheering her, all excited, exits a bit uncertainly 
towards the screen, disappears behind it, but then apparently 
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changes her mind, comes out again, hurries along the platform 
towards the steps, goes down the steps, making for the pass 
door—there. She’ll be hardly through it before the police 
will have closed in on her. Then—^Bob’s your uncle!’ 

‘Well, he may be, said Muriel Du'ks rather sharply. ‘But 
if the police have got Mrs Foster-Jones—’ 

‘I must say, Mr Ollanton,’ said Fostcr-Jones hastily, 'I 
don’t quite sec—’ 

‘Now just a minute.’ Uncle Nick was now acknowledging 
their existence. ‘What d’you take me for? That’s not Mrs 
Foster-Jones who reappears on the platfoim from behind the 
screen. The real Mrs Foster-Jones, not looking quite the same 
as she did on the platform, c an be on her w ay out of the building. 
Misdiiection—that’s what we’re aiming at. It’s the safest way 
to play this. Give the police something to do. Show ’em a 
striking dress or coat—something out of the ordinary —and so 
long as the second w'oman, who’ll be wearing it, isn’t too unlike 
Mrs Foster-Jones—ihcy'll be eeitain it’s her.’ 

‘It’s a clever plan, extiemely tlever,’ said Fostcr-Jones 
uncertainly. ‘But—well, what do you think, Muriel?’ 

‘I must say, I feel rather doubtful. Wouldn’t the police 
have to be vciy stupid?’ 

‘No, they wouldn’t.’ Uncle Nick gave her a hard look, 
then Iransfiircd it to Foster-Jones. ‘Yon people are trying to 
teach me my business. I’m in the Dfccption Trade, and earn 
a lot of money at it. The police will see what I w ant ’em to see— 
and no more. Not one of ’em will be close to that screen, don’t 
forget. Let’s sa> she’s wearing a bright red coal. T hey see that 
bright red coat go behind the st reen at one end of it and come 
out, just when they’re thinking of making a move, at the other 
end of it. And they’ve time to look but not to think. I tell you, 
it’s child’s play compared to what we do twice-nightly here— 
eh, Richard?’ 

‘Yes, uncle, I agree. It is, so long as <^he other woman’s 
right, and both women know e .aLtlv what to do.’ 

‘Hello, are you starting now, lad?’ Uncle Nick gave a con¬ 
temptuous snort. ‘Naturally, it’s all got to be carefully worked 
out. Now what about those photographs of your wife, Mr 
Foster-Jones?’ 

‘I’m afraid what I’ve got won’t be very helpful,’ he said 
apologetically, as he handed over a cabinet head-and-shoulders 
photograph and several pictures clipped from newspapers. 
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‘She’s five-foot five-inches, rather slight build, dark hair going 
grey—’ 

‘Yes, yes, yes,’ Uncle Nick said impatiently. ‘But we’ll 
have to do better than this. We have to work at this job, not 
play at it. A professional effect, planned and worked out to the 
last detail, not an amateur muddle.’ He looked at Foster-Jones, 
then at Muriel. 

‘I have a friend who looks vaguely like Agnes Foster-Jones,’ 
said Muriel in a small uneasy voice. ‘But I really doubt if she’d 
be able—’ 

‘So do I,’ said Uncle Nick, interrupting her sharply. ‘And 
I think you two had better leave us for half an hour. There’s 
a pub across the street—’ 

‘We’re not pub people, I’m afraid, Mr Ollanton,’ said 
Foster-Jones. 

‘No, I suppose not. Well, go down and wait just inside the 
stage door until I send for you. Or would you rather give it up? 
You wouldn’t? All right then, just wait downstairs. I don’t 
want you to leave because there may be some things we’ll 
have to settle tonight.’ As soon as they’d gone he poured out 
some champagne for us both—he always kept a bottle in his 
dressing-room that had a little tap running through the cork— 
and when we’d taken a drink, he looked enquiringly at me. 
‘Any ideas, lad?’ 

‘I’ve one. Julie Blanc.’ 

‘Any reason—apart firom the fact you’d still like to have her 
—on the quiet? ’ 

‘Yes. She’s about the same height and build. She’s a clever 
experienced actress, who’d be ready to do exactly what she’s 
told. And she knows about clothes.’ 

‘I hate to admit it, but you’re quite right, lad. But we don’t 
know she’d agree to do it.’ 

‘I think she would. I know she’s in sympathy with the 
suffragettes. And T think it’s the sort of trick she’d enjoy 
playing.’ 

‘No doubt. But if we bring her in, we can’t leave Tommy 
Beamish out. He’d have to be told, and after a few whiskies 
how’s he going to keep his big mouth shut? It’s a hell of a risk.’ 

‘It might be less of one if you gave him something to do, 
brought him into the act, made it a production.’ I said this 
hopefully, trying to forget that Tommy Beamish was unreliable 
even as a top-of-the-bill pro. 
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‘And if he doesn’t know too much. Then he can’t spill too 
much.’ Uncle Nick sipped his champagne and looked thought¬ 
ful. Then he went on: ‘I’ll have to rush this through tonight, 
lad. If Miss Blane’s going to do it, she ought to see Mrs Foster- 
Jones tomorrow—to notice how she looks, how she moves, and 
to settle the clothes business. I’ll ask Foster-Jones if he can 
provide a car to take her there. I’m not using mine. I’m not 
going. I’ll work out an exact plan for them but I’m not getting 
up in the morning to go miles from anywhere in the rain. 
And Tommy’s not going. I’ll tell him he’s too well known. Now 
give me a good reason why you should go with Miss Blane. No, 
I’m serious, lad.’ 

*I’m the artist,’ I told him, half grinning, half solemn. ‘I’m 
the one with the trained eye. I’m the one—’ 

‘That’ll do, lad. Now I’ll see Tommy and Miss Blane and 
then Foster-Jones and Mrs Who’s-it. You pick up Cissie and 
have your suppers—and keep mine hot, I may be late. And 
don’t forget—not a word to Cissie.’ 

It was still raining, and Cissie and I ran for a tram, and it 
was crowded, and then we hurried, not speaking, from the tram- 
stop to the digs. But as soon as we were facing each other across 
the supper table, Cissie said rather peevishly: ‘I know very 
well something’s happening, so you might as well tell me what 
it is, Dick. I don’t pretend to be clever but I just know about 
some things, Jxist as I’d know at once if Nick was seeing another 
woman.’ 

I believe she was right too. Because she didn’t concentrate 
and sharpen it, her mind could be open to anything that might 
be blowing around. She wouldn’t have done badly, I fancy, 
as a fortune-teller. 

‘Yes, there is something, Cissie, but you wouldn’t be inter¬ 
ested. He’s trying to work out a new trick. That’s why he’s 
stayed behind to see two people who might be able to help 
him.’ 

‘All right. But he could tell mf*, couldn’t he, instead of just 
shutting me up?’ 

‘Now, come on, Cissie. You ought to understand him now 
better than that. If the trick doesn’t work out, he’ll feel foolish. 
And that’s about the last thing he wants to feel. He doesn’t 
mind me knowing, but he’d hate you to know. He has to appear 
very grand in your eyes.’ 

‘Yes, that’s right enough. You’re a very clever boy, Dick. 
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It must run in the family. But I’ll tell you something.* She 
finished a roast potato, and then drank some stout. ‘He came 
right off his high horse one time, not so long since. Where was 
it? Birmingham—that’s where it was. And he’d got the ’flu or 
something. Terrible high temperature he had. Wouldn’t eat 
a thing. Just drank his champagne. Stayed in bed all day— 
hardly able to get his breath sometimes—looking awful. But 
he would go on and get through his act somehow. I begged and 
begged him not to—but you know him—^got a will of iron, he 
has. But of course 1 had to look after him day and night—^help 
him dress and undress and even put his make-up on for him. 
And he was so ashamed and miserable because he wasn’t 
grand and lordly for once—^because 1 had to look after him — 
and he couldn’t understand that it was then I really and truly 
loved him, loved him every minute—^never never stopped 
loving him.’ 

As she was looking at me so earnestly, I said: ‘Yes, Cissie, 

I can imagine that.’ 

‘No, you can’t,’ she said rather crossly. ‘You’re saying that 
just to say something. You’re Uke your uncle—^you’ll say any¬ 
thing to me, just to shut me up.’ She took the cover off the 
pudding. ‘Oh Christmas! It’s baked jam roll—and I can’t 
resist it—and if he finds out I’ve had some, he’ll raise Cain.’ 
So we worked out a bdkcd-jam-roll plot so that she could have 
some and Uncle Nick wouldn’t know. 

But by the time he came in, we’d cleared our supper things 
long ago and Cissie had given me her opinion of about thirty 
to forty different cities and towns, which she described as if 
they were people. ‘Better get ofl'to bed, lad,’ he began at once, 
cleverly reversing his usual bedtime orders to us. ‘You’re 
going out to see those people in the morning. There’s a car 
of sorts, and it’ll be calling for you about eleven. So off you go. 
Cissie. I want my supper. I’m downright hungry for once. Good 
night, Richard.’ 

The car that arrived at quarter-past eleven, next morning, 
was driven—and may have been owned—by a keenly sympa¬ 
thising young man called Arnold, who had a golden mane of 
hair and obviously belonged to what was know.i in the West 
Riding then as ‘The Hatless Brigade*. (But this has to be pro¬ 
nounced in the West Riding fashion to bring out the full bitter 
flavour.) Sitting in front with Arnold was Foster-Jones, to act 
as guide. The car was large but had a battered look; it was an 
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open tourer but not open now because the hood, which had 
been knocked about a bit, was down—or do I mean up? 
Certainly at the back, where I was, I felt the thing waa very 
much down. It wasn’t actually raining but it was an unpleasant 
morning, chilly and damp and anxious to creep back into night 
again as soon as it could. 

I thouglit as we went round to pick up Julie at her pub that 
she’d be furious, what with having to get up and eat some break¬ 
fast, and then having to face this dreary cold morning in this 
dubious car. And I was quite wrong. She was in high spirits, 
her eyes sparkling below the little fur hat she was wearing. ‘I 
think this is going to be/u«, don’t you, Dick?’ she said as soon 
as she’d tucked herself in beside me. ‘Where are we going?’ 

‘I don’t know. That’s the great secret.’ 

‘Of course. How stupid of me! Well, something’s happening 
and I’m so glad. It w'as all becoming so boiing. How aie you, 
Dick darling? Still sulky? Come closer, I’m cold. Haven’t 
you got any gloves—or don’t you bother?’ 

Arnold and hrs car, you might say, bounced us out of I^eeds; 
sometimes we were roaring, ratthng, hooting along; at other 
times we exploded a lot but more or less in the same place. 
It wasn’t easy to see out from the back, but we seemed to be 
going Headingley way and then taking the road to Otley. 

‘Where I haie been very stupid, Dick,’ said Julie softly during 
one of the non-exploding stops, ‘is not bringing anything to 
drink. I mean, real booze. It’s obviously a day for it, and al¬ 
though these are very sweet people, I’m sure, I have a horrible 
ff eling that a cup of tea—or some new' kind of cofh e that really 
isn’t collee—^is about as far as they’ll go. Did you know that 
Mr Foster-Jones makes HealUi Foods? Well, he does, just 
outside Godalnring. He’s probably brought a case of date 
sandwiches and irut cutlets with him, and we’ll have some for 
lunch. So listen—Dick, darling—if I suddenly say I’m feeling 
sick or faint, just outside a pub, you’ve got to back me up. 
Promise now.’ 

It happened that the car began coughing and then stopped 
within sight of a small pub at a crossroads. Julie nudged me. 
‘Oh, I say, Mr Foster-Jones,’ I called out. ‘Do you mind 
if we get out for a few minutes? Miss Blane’s feeling rather faint 
—sick—’ 

‘I’m so terribly sorry,’Julie cried. 

‘Oh dear! If you feel you must, of course,’ said Foster-Jones. 
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‘Though we’ve only about a mUe to go now, and I’m sure that 
Agnes and Muriel Dirks will be able to oifer us a good hot 
herbal drink—’ 

But we got out and ran, and the next minute Julie was order¬ 
ing two double whiskies, and as soon as she had downed hers 
she demanded another double for herself. (And if anybody 
is interested, the total cost of these three doubles was one 
shilling and sixpence.) Back in the car, she smiled brilliantly 
at Foster-Jones, who I thought looked rather pained, and said 
she was now ready to go anywhere at any speed. 

Finally, we turned down a lane and drew up outside two low 
stone cottages that had been turned into one. Julie excldmed 
with pleasure at the sight of everything. Muriel Diiks, whose 
husband, a schoolmaster, didn’t come home for lunch, was 
laying a table for six. Mrs Foster-Jones and Julie, who appeared 
to take to each other at once, plunged immediately into the 
clothes problem, talking hard all the way. I sat where I could 
watch Mrs Foster-Jones, and surreptitiously attempted a few 
drawings of her in a small sketchbook I had brought. She was 
younger than her husband—and, I felt, probably worth ten of 
him—but of course years older than Julie, twelve ^ least. She 
was thinner and frailer and couldn’t match Julie’s magnificent 
eyes and the beautiful bone structure of her face, but she wasn’t 
without a certain beauty of her own, born of a sensitiveness to 
experience, courage and will, and a kind of gaiety, intensely 
feminine, that I was sure Foster-Jones, virtuous but entirely 
lacking humour, wouldn’t appreciate or begin to understand. 
It may seem foolish, but zis I stared at her I was ready not only 
to admire but to love Agnes Foster-Jones, and though my 
tentative sketches were bad, I still have them. Up to that 
moment I hadn't thought much about the position of women, 
their demands for more and better education, for some political 
responsibility and fairer treatment, but just looking at and 
taking in this woman, so very different from the wild and nasty 
cartoons of suffragettes in the popular press, converted me at 
once to the feminism I have held to ever since. The very sight 
of her, delicate but gay, so frail, so brave, made the average 
member of a Parliament seem an ivory-headed "xss. She had 
been twice in prison, and now any policeman had only to put 
his meaty hand on her shoulder and she would be in a cell 
again. Yet she was ready to appear at that meeting on Sunday, 
and could even laugh as she and Julie tried to solve the clothes 
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problem. I began to feel then, what I have believed ever since, 
that given equal opportunities women are better than ordinary 
men, only extraordinary men rising to their level—and, after 
all, most extraordinary men appreciate and enjoy women as 
few ordinary men do. 

During lunch, which was well-meant but not very appetising 
or nourishing, I stared across the table at Mrs Fostcr-Jones 
and Julie sitting together. They were not unlike two sisters 
who’d taken two widely separated roads in life. Julie’s was the 
more beautiful face, and though at that time I wasn’t conscious 
of w'anting her, the sexual element was there; but I began to 
feel that Agnes Foster-Jones had the better face, even the wear 
and tear it showed, the lines and hollows, having a kind of 
beauty, quite different from Julie’s and perhaps more satis- 
f>iiig; and indeed by comparison it brought out—even though 
Julie was innocently enjoying herself—^that trickiness, that 
vague suggestioir of somcthii^ false in her nature, which I 
had been a\vaic of in Julie several times before. And I can’t 
hi Ip believing—though I don’t want to exaggerate this— 
that c\'en then, behind these thoughts and others only half- 
formed, was a queer uneasiness not about the future but, so 
to speak, already washing back from it, a mild foretaste of 
what would be in its own place and time nothing less than 
airguish. 

As the representative of the mister plotter. Uncle Nick, 
1 was asked to approve such plans as the two women had now 
made. Julie was to buy the most eye-catching long coat that 
Leeds could offer at a reasonable price. She would also find a 
hat—and this wouldn’t be difficult—that would overshadow 
most of her face. Mrs Foster-Jones, who said all her clothes were 
now in a terrible state, anyhow, would wear her oldest travel¬ 
ling coat, pack and bring with her everything she needed, and 
be ready to leave the city as soon as she had made her speech. 
Hoping that I wasn’t taking too much on myself, I said that 
I thought both women should be inside the hall, at the back, 
some time before the meeting began. Both Foster-Jones and 
Arnold, who turned out to be more sensible than he looked, 
agreed with this, and tlien said they would try to locate some 
small room at the back where the women could wait. ‘And if 
necessary,’ said Arnold, grinning, ‘I can stick a notice on it 
saying Ladies Only' 

‘And that’s as far as we can go,’ I told them. ‘We’ll have to 



leave the exact timing and what each of us has to do—every 
detail—to my uncle, who’s very thorough.’ 

‘I’ll bet,’ said Julie, pulling a face. 

‘All right, he can be disagreeable,’ I told her. ‘But if it 
wasn't for him, Mrs Foster-Jones wouldn’t be speaking at 
that meeting on Sunday.’ 

‘Squashed!’ said Julie, as the others fervently agreed with 
me. ‘But oughtn’t we to be going, Dick?’ 

‘Yes.’ I looked at Foster-Jones. ‘Gould you be at the Empire 
about quarter-past eight? I’m going to suggest to Uncle Nick 
we have a meeting between the houses.’ 

‘Between the houses?’ This was Mrs Foster-Jones, who 
looked and sounded bewildered. 

*My dear, he means during the interval between the first 
performzmce and the second performance,’ said Julie. ‘Dick’s 
only been with us a few weeks, but he likes to pretend he’s 
been on the variety stage most of his life. Now we must go. 
And would you mind stopping a minute at that rather sweet 
little pub, because I think I left a powder-puff there?’ She 
took an affectionate farewell of Mrs Fostci-Jones^ thanked 
Muriel Dirks on behalf of us both for her ‘most interesting 
lunch’, and ofl' we went. She had two double wliiskies, while 
I had a quick beer, at the same little pub, and amused herself 
all the way back by keeping very close to me, and arousing me 
by various secret little toucSies, while talking in a loud innocent 
tone to Foster-Jones and Arnold in front. The car behaved 
better than it had done on the way out, but then we had to 
creep along during the last part of the journey, for a certain 
amount of fog was joining the December dusk in Leeds. 

We held our meeting in Tommy Beamish’s dressing-room 
because it was the largest. Foster-Jones looked bewildered and 
somewhat apprehensive, as well he might, seeing us all there in 
our various costumes and make-up. To my astonishment, 
Jennings and Johnson were there, smoking cigars and drinking 
Tommy’s whisky. 

‘Don’t look like that, son,’ said Jennings. ‘We’re in the act. 
Ask the Maharajah.’ 

‘Remember, we like women, all kinds, even our wives,’ 
said Johnson. 

‘And we’re cop-haters from way back, son,’ said Jennings. 
‘Maharajah, you’re in the chair.’ 

Uncle Nick looked up from some notes he’d been making 
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and took charge of us, pretending not to love it. ‘I’ll start with 
you, Mr Foster-Jones. Got a notebook? Right. Fiist then—the 
screen. It ought to open out to about nine feet. It must be at 
least seven feet high. It mustn’t be light, but be careful it’s not 
top-heavy. Better weight it down when it’s in position. And 
let’s make sure you know exactly where it goes. Here—look.’ 
And Uncle Nick showed him the plan of the platform. Tommy 
Beamish yawned and helped himself to his own whisky. 
Julie closed her eyes. Jennings and Johnson sat twinkling over 
their cigars. 

‘That’s the screen, then. Now—^it’s important your wife 
should be out of the neighbourhood as soon as possible. If she 
knows anybody in or near Sheffield she can stay with on Sunday 
night, then I’ll drive her there, because we’re playing Sheffield 
next week. If she agrees to this, tell her I’ll be waiting in my car, 
near the artistes’ entrance at the back, at nine o’clock.’ 

‘But how will she know it’s you, Mr Ollanton? I mean—’ 

‘I know what you mean,’ Uncle Nick cut in ruthlessly. 
‘Just leave that to me. Tw'o more things for you. Make sure 
the chairman of the meeting announces your wife not much 
before and not much after five to nine. And make sure— 
doubly sure—^your wife understands she mustn’t speak xnore 
than—say—three minutes. If she goes on and on, tire police'll 
have time to go round and make for that central entrance, to 
catch her as she goes off. Ihen she’s for it, and we’ve all been 
wasting our time.’ 

‘I do understand that, Mr Ollanton,’ Foster-Jones began. 

But Uncle Nick cut him short again. ‘Finally—you’ll have 
to keep out of all this on Sunday night. Don't try to follow your 
wife. Don’t hope to join her that night. Once they know she’s 
here, you may be spotted and followed. Rights Right. Now how 
does she find my car? She’ll be carefully assisted out of the 
building by Mr Jennings and Mr Johnson, who can look very 
respectable, though they aren’t. If anybody wants to know, 
they’re two gallant American gentlemen giving their arms to a 
dithcry elderly lady.’ 

‘Man, it would bring tears to your eyes,’ said Jennings. 

‘How about a victrola at the back there,’ said Johnson, 
‘playing Hearts and Flowers! Sorry, Chief! Continue.’ 

‘And they know my car, Mr Foster-Jones. And they’ll know 
exactly where to be and what to do. Now, Miss Blane. What 
do you do? ’ 
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‘I go there early, wearing the bright coat I’ll buy tomorrow, 
also a hat that hides most of my face. 1 give the coat to Mrs 
Foster-Jones. I carry her old coat and hat, and wait behind 
the screen while she’s talking. As soon as she comes behind 
the screen again, I put on the coat, go out at the other end of 
the screen, dither a bit and try to imitate her walk and posture, 
go down towards the platform—and if they aren’t still applaud¬ 
ing, somebody had better start ’em again, hurry along the 
platform, go down the steps at the eftd, make for the near pass 
door, and hope to find myself arrested. Isn’t that it?’ 

‘Except for one thing,’ said Uncle Nick, now in his severe 
rehearsal manner. ‘While you and Mrs Foster-Jones aie 
wailing, you must practise that coat swapping—over and over 
and over again—^until you can do it in under three seconds 
without thinking. The rest of it will be easy for you. You’re 
a good experienced actress. Mrs Foster-Jones isn’t and she’ll 
probably be very nervous. And that quick change behind the 
screen is the key to the whole effect. It’s got to look as if 
she simply walks behind the screen. So don’t take any notice 
if she objects to rehearsing it over and over again. Don’t 
stop until you could do it in two-and-a-half seconds in your 
sleep.’ 

‘I’ll do my best,’ Julip told him. ‘And I may tell you, I 
think Mrs Foster-Jones is a darling—and I’ll do anything to 
keep her out of gaol. But what happens to me? I’m not used 
to arguing with policemen, though I’ve always thought it 
might come to tliat, sooner or later.’ 

‘My nephew, Richard here, looks an innocent lad, and he’ll 
be sitting not far from that door, and he’ll go after you—’ 

‘Why can’t I do that, Nick?’ This was Tommy Beamish, 
not looking pleased. ‘Julie’s with me—and—’ 

‘Listen, Tommy.’ Uncle Nick wasn’t quite so sharp now. 
‘I’ve something more important for you to do. It’s another key 
thing. I want you up in the side gallery. And as soon as Miss 
Blane appears round the screen, I want you to give a shout— 
“Here she is. Give her a cheer’’—something like that. It’s an 
essential part of the misdirection, and it’ll start the cheering 
and booing and nobody’ll be able to think. Now young Richard 
couldn’t do that as well as you cotild—’ 

‘I should hope not,’ said Tommy, still rather sulky. ‘Not 
after all my experience.’ 

‘On the other hand,’ Uncle Nick went on smoothly, ‘you 
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wouldn’t have time to get down, and anyhow you’d better 
disguise yourself for the gallery part—’ 

‘A dark wig and big teeth,’ Tommy began, cheering up at 
once. 

‘ So young Richard’ll have to go after her, and all he’s got to 
do is to identify her.’ He looked at me and then at Julie. ‘But 
both of you must waste a bit of time, to keep ’em busy while 
Mrs Foster-Jones is already on her way.’ 

‘Mr Ollanton,’ cried Foster-Jones in a rather shaky voice, 
‘I really believe we can do it—and I can’t tell you how grateful 
my vk-ife and I—’ 

‘No, sas e that,’ said Untie Nick. ‘We have to work at it yet— 
you included. We’ve no time now for any questions. I just 
heard the call boy. ^Vc’ll go over it all again on Friday. And 
remember exactly' what you hav'c to do, Mr Foster-Jones. 
And make certain you’ve got the right kind of screen and it 
can’t fall down.* 

‘Our new version of the famous screen scene,’ said Juhe 
brightly. ‘Let's hope it plays as well as Sheridan’s.’ 

Uncle Nrck gave her a small sour smile. ‘If it doesn’t, some 
of us will be in a hell of a mess Miss Blane.’ 

Julie’s returning smile was sweet and false. ‘I can see that I 
will be, I don’t know about you. But it’s nice —in a way —to be 
working with you, Mr Ollanton.’ 

I^ncle Nick didn’t reply; he was now on his way out; and 
after exchanging glances with Julie, I followed him. 

Well, it worked. On Sunday, December 7th, 1913, Mrs 
Foster-Jones, the notorious suffragette leader, knowm to be 
wanted by the police everywhere, made a triumphant appear¬ 
ance on a public platform in Leeds—and then vanished. At 
fiv e minutes to nine, there she was, emerging from behind the 
screen and coming dowm the central steps to greet the chair¬ 
man, with the whole place in an uproar, a smiling if frail¬ 
looking woman, bareheaded but still wearing a scarlet long 
coat: and by five past nine there was no trace of her anywhere 
in the building. Yes, it worked beautifully. 

Julie and Mrs Foster-Jones must have practised hard, 
because from where I was sitting—and I was fairly near the 
front—^it looked as if Mrs Foster-Jones had remained behind 
the screen just long enough to pick up and pull over her head 
the hat she was wearing as she appeared again. Julie, never 
looking up, keeping most of her face hidden by the hat, really 
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did look like Mrs Foster-Jones. Moreover, she had hardly taken 
more than two or three steps when this huge voice came from 
the gallery: ‘Here she is. Give her a cheer, lads!’ and set the 
place boiling again. And I am not sure if this perfectly-timed 
stroke, beautifully executed—as they say—by Tommy Beamish, 
wasn’t Uncle Nick’s most artful touch in the whole design: 
nobody had time to observe carefully and to think. As Julie 
left the platform by the steps at the end the chairman, who 
had had his instructions, was already appealing for order and 
beginning to announce the next speaker. I had left my seat 
before Julie had reached the pass door, but as I reached the 
aisle leading to it, a policeman and a tall man in a mackintosh 
went ahead of me. Julie had time to open the door and go 
through before they caught up with her. I followed the police¬ 
man and the tall man, and then found myself in a corridor, 
where Julie was angrily pulling herself away from an enormous 
police sergeant. 

‘What on earth do you think you’re doing, man?’ she 
demanded. ‘Take your beastly fat hands olf me.’ 

‘All right, Mrs Foster-Jones,’ said the tall man in the mackin¬ 
tosh, taking charge. ‘If you don’t give us any trouble, we won’t 
give you any.’ 

‘I don’t know what you’re talking about,’ Julie said. ‘Who 
arc you? ’ 

‘I’m Detectivf'-Inspector Woods, and I have orders to take 
you into custody, Mrs Foster-Jones.’ 

‘But don’t be silly. I’m not Mrs Foster-Jones.’ Now she 
caught sight of me. ‘Oh—hello, Uicki’ 

‘Hello, Julie—^what’s happening?’ 

‘I don’t know—except—’ 

‘Hold it.’ The Inspector turned to glare at me. ‘You can 
either clear off sharp — now —or come to the station with 
me.’ 

‘Then I’ll come to the station. Though I don’t see any 
point in it.’ I’m making myself sound very bold and brassy, 
but I’ve no doubt my voice quavered a bit. ‘I’m here because 
I saw Miss Blane hurrying off the platform. And she’s a friend 
of mine. We’re on the same variety bill. Last week—Leeds 
Empire. This week—Sheffield.’ 

Julie had now taken off her hat. ‘And I must say. Inspector, 
you’re not very flattering if you can’t tell the difference between 
me and Mrs Foster-Jones, w'ho’s years and years older than I 
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am. My name’s Julie Blane. I’m an actress, at present playing 
in a sketch with Tommy Beamish, the comedian.’ 

‘By gow, you’re right an’ all,’ said the sergeant. ‘Saw you 
the otlier mght. That’s who she is, sir.’ 

‘Well, I can see she isn’t Mrs Foster-Jones,’ the Inspector 
began slowly. Then a thought hit him hard. ‘Go on, you two 
—sharp—’ he shouted. ‘See if she’s still here. Look in every 
room. Enquire at the back door. Quick as you can.’ As they 
hurried along the corridor, he stared suspiciously at Julie. 
‘All right then, you’ic Miss Julie Blanc. But you’ve still a bit 
of explaining to do. Miss Blane. Mis Foster-Jones goes behind 
that scicen, and then you come out, wearing her coat.’ 

‘But I’m not vacating her coat. This is my coat. I bought it 
last Thursday morning. Look—here’s the bill from the shop.’ 
She handed it over but went on talking as the Inspector 
examined it. ‘It does look rather like the coat Mrs Fostci-Jones 
was wearing, except that hers has a high black collar and black 
cuffs—didn’t you notice? I’d come to the meeting, intending 
to sit on the platform, because I’d heard a rumour Mrs Foster- 
Jones might appear. Well, of course I was late—I’m always 
late except in the theatre—and when I got to tlie top of the 
steps masked by that screen I heard the applause and Mrs 
Foster-Jones began speaking, so I stayed where I was. When 
she came oil and huriicd past me, I was all dithery—applause 
always unsettles me—and couldn’t decide whether to take a 
seat on the platform or go. So I w'andered on—then some fool 
in the galleiy must have thought I was Mrs Foster-Jones com¬ 
ing back and shouted and other people began shouting and 
clapping, so then I w'as in a panic—and hurried through that 
door, only to be 'stopped by the sergeant.’ She gave the In¬ 
spector a lucful little smile. ‘If I’ve been a nuisance. I’m awfully 
sorry, Inspector. But I couldn’t help it if Mrs Foster-Jones’s 
coat looked rather like mine, could I? ’ 

‘I don’t know. But you’d be icady to give us a signed state¬ 
ment along those lines, would >ou?’ 

‘Why, of course,’ said Julie, raising her eyebrows and open¬ 
ing her eyes until they looked like innocence itself. ‘ Why not? ’ 
The Inspector took a deep breath and then let it out rather 
noisily. ‘Next time you come here, Miss Blane, I’ll see your 
performance on the stage, where it belongs. I’m dealing with 
liars all the time—but you take the cake.’ 

‘You don’t believe me?’ 


123 



Detective-Inspector Woods wagged a finger in her face; 
‘You know—and I know—there isn’t a word of truth in it. 
But if you’ll say nothing, I’ll do nothing. Now get off to 
Sheffield—or Timbuctoo.’ And he went striding along the 
corridor. 

As soon as he’d disappeared, I clasped hold of her and said: 
‘You were wonderful, Julie. Absolutely perfect. If this has 
worked—and I’m sure it must have, for Mrs Foster-Jones 
must be miles away by now—then we owe it all to you.’ 

Julie closed her eyes. ‘Kiss me.’ 

So we kissed, but soon had to break away because we heard 
people approaching. It was lucky we did, because one of the 
people was Tommy Beamish buried within a cap and a huge 
motoring coat. He liked to look as if he drove the car himself, 
but actually he had a chauffeur, who also acted as his dresser. 
(Because he’d already had a long day, this chauffeur, Dixon, 
hadn’t been on duty the night of Sir Alec’s party in Aberdeen.) 
At Uncle Nick’s rather pressing request, Tommy, who didn’t 
like me, probably because he knew that Julie did, had reluct¬ 
antly agreed to give me a lift to Sheffield. My bags wgre already 
in the car with theirs, and we set off at once, with Tommy and 
Julie in the bark, talking away about the meeting and how 
successful the trick had been, while they ate sandwiches and 
drank whisky, and with' me in front beside Dixon, a gloomy 
and silent man. But Julie, risking Tommy’s displeasure, 
passed me some sandwiches, saying she had more than she 
wanted, and a metal flask-top—it must have been a vcjy big 
flask—full of whisky. And as she did this, she managed some¬ 
how to draw her hand gently across my cheek. 

When we dropped down into Sheffield, I gave Dixon the 
address that Cissie had given me, for I was sharing digs with 
her and Uncle Nick again, and I was astounded w'hen he told 
me he was going to the same address, because Mr Beamish 
and Miss Blane were staying there. What with her performance 
at and after the meeting, the kiss, her behaviour in the car, I was 
now full of Julie, and I couldn’t decide whether I was glad or 
sorry we would be sharing the same roof. Cissie hadn’t said 
anything about them. Did Julie know? Did Tommy Beamish 
know? When, after much peering and asking and stopping 
and starting, wc arrived finally at a faiily large corner house, 
I still hadn’t decided whether to be glad or sorry, but I had a 
feeling that I might be in for a most peculiar week. 

124 



3 


It was certainly a peculiar house. The owner of it, George 
A Vail, had been a skilled steelworker, who had worked for some 
years in St Petersburg, where he had acquired a Russian wife, 
and had then returned to Sheffield, had gravely injured a leg 
through no fault of his own, and out of the compensation he 
received he had bought this house. His sister, who had been on 
the stage, had given him the idea of turning the house into 
theatrical digs. He limped badly, was hardly ever seen except 
in shirtsleeves, usually rolled up to uncover his very thick 
muscular arms, smoked black twist in an equally black little 
pipe, always looked as if he might knock you down but was in 
fact quite genial and obliging. His wife, Varvara, dark, small, 
bony, screeched all over tlic house and was so energetic and 
tireless that she seemed rather like a shouting insect, some kind 
of queen ant. She earned what must have been a Russian atmo¬ 
sphere round with her. The house didn’t smell like any other 
place in Sheffield: as soon as you opened the front door, you 
were somewhere else, probably St Petersburg. She was a good 
cook and compelled us, by sheer force of will, to try Russian 
things like cabbage soup and borsch, those tiny meat and fish 
pasties called piroshki and Chicken Kiev, which Julie and I 
enjoyed even if the others didn t. She was assisted by a fat 
bursting-out-of-ever>’thing ‘skivvy’, as they called them then, 
a young woman from one of the small mining towns whose 
name was Annie, who slept in the next bedroom to mine, at 
the top of the house, and snored clean through the wall; and 
also by a mysterious old Russian woman wrapped in a black 
shawl, who never spoke but stared at us as if we were a pack of 
imbeciles. 

There were no separate servings of meals, not even when we 
came back after the show. We all had to cat together round a 
big table in the dining-room. There were two resident boarders 
in addition to the five of us. One was a quiet elderly widow, who 
went out to give piano lessons; the other was also elderly but far 
from quiet—Professor Lancelot Byers, who taught elocution 
somewhere and gave recitals, not only of short pieces but even 
gigantic chunks of Dickens. He was full of conventional opinions 
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and platitudes, which he elocuted with enormous dignity, 
with every vowel, every consonant, perfectly formed, as if he 
was proclaiming a peace treaty. Julie, Uncle Nick and I were 
either irritated or bored by him, but Cissie used to listen to him 
open-mouthed, and Tommy Beamish, his strange eyes glittering 
with mischief, egged him on, and later, when we had left 
Sheffield, did a superb burlesque of the Professor Byers manner 
in a nonsense recitation he introduced into his sketch. 

Compelled to spend some time in one another’s company, 
the five of us didn’t find it easy. Uncle Nick and Tommy 
Beamish respected each other as performers and had come 
together in the Mrs Foster-Jones plot, but they weren’t really 
fi-iendly. Julie disliked Uncle Nick, regarded Cissie with con¬ 
tempt, and had to be careful about me. Poor Cissie was out of 
her depth all round, but occasionally she scratched back at 
Julie. Tommy didn’t like me, and not simply because he knew 
that Julie did. I think he resented me partly because I was 
young and hefty and didn’t live under his kind of strain, and 
also because Julie must have told him that what I wanted was 
to become a painter, so that to him I wasn’t a re;^ ‘pro’. I 
didn’t actually return his dislike—even tliough, under cover of 
loud professional jocularity, he’d give me a nasty little knock or 
two—and as yet I wasn’t jealous ol his hold upon Julie, as I was 
a little later; but I now took the chance, which I’d never been 
offered before, of observing him closely and trying to understand 
the kind of man he was. 

As I’ve already pointed out, Tommy was undoubtedly a 
superb comic, almost a great one. When he was on the stage 
he made you feel he was a natural born funny man, who hadn’t 
to have gags invented for him, didn’t need any special material, 
but could create uproarious comedy out of anything and 
nothing, making you laugh just because he was Tommy 
Beamish. And superficially he still seemed like this when he 
was off the stage, a man who couldn’t help wildly clowning, 
even when he was rushing in for a drink or taking his place at 
the dinner table. (Though like most heavy drinkers, he ate 
very little.) With his chubby round face, on which experience 
seemed to have printed nothing, he often suggested a mis¬ 
chievous high-spirited boy. But his curious flickering eyes didn’t 
belong to any such boy. I felt sometimes they looked through 
a mask at a world that could never be his world. Now it’s 
true that some wonderful clowns—Crock, for instance—^always 
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give us the impression that they are innocent and hopeful 
visitors from some other planet, serious creatures struggling 
against alien circumstances, defeated by two and two making 
four. But I didn’t feel this about Tommy. The hopeful innocence 
didn’t seem to be there. I began to think there was something 
desperate and rather sinister about his clowning. He made me 
feel sometimes that behind that droll mask, through which he 
glanced so restlessly, was an awful blank desert where he really 
existed, among bleached bones in a cruel emptiness, without 
innocence, with hope all gone. And at these times I felt he 
hated us all, even Julie. 

It was tantalising, almost a torment, being under the same 
roof with Julie, watched as we were by so many sharp eyes 
and having no opportunity of spending any time together away 
from the others. I’hough I was faseinated by her dark, half- 
ravaged beauty, which nobody but me seemed to appreciate, 
I V, asn’t falling in love with her. If it had been Nancy, I think 
I v ould have been happy just being near her. But with Julie 
it was sheer sexual excitement, which she kept on or near the 
boil, partly out of feminine mischief because she was bored, 
but also, as I learnt later, because she herself soon became 
equally excited. So if we met by chance on the stairs or a 
landing or had the sitting-room or dining-room to ourselves for 
a minute oi t^ro, v^e would hastily embrace and kiss; and even 
^hen the others were there, Julie would contrive a passing 
touch, a quick and secret pressure, that would set me on fire. 
It M'as a dangerous game that she enjoyed more than I did— 
at least until she found she was setting herself on fire too. 
Moreover, it was bad December weather all that week in 
Sheffield, leaving me idle and disappointed because I’d hoped 
to do some sketching in the Peak country, not far away. I 
did some half-hearted drawing up in my attic room, but it 
was cheerless up there, and anyhow all this wondering about 
Julie and ^’anting her seemed to take the heart and guts out of 
anything else, a consequence I might have borne in mind if 
I’d had any sense. 

Julie and I had just one afternoon out together, when Toihmy 
had lunched with some of his admirers at a club and came back 
to sleep it off. Julie had told him she had to do some shopping. 
We didn’t leave the house together, but met at the end of the 
road, and as it was a dark wettish afternoon we went first to a 
little cinema, where we entwined our hands and legs as we 
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stared at Bronco Billy Anderson and the Keystone Cops, 
and then had tea at a neighbouring cafe. Julie was very quiet 
at first—she was obviously feeling depressed—but finally 
she began to talk. 

‘What do you know about me, Dick?’ 

I told her briefly what Uncle Nick had told me. 

‘All quite true,’ she said. ‘I was living with a man—then 
suddenly I wasn’t. He vanished, then married somebody else. 
He liked drinking, so I drank with him. Then when he wasn’t 
there, I drank for both of us. Then I did the fatal thing. Instead 
of drinking after work, I drank before it and during it. Then 
when they had to ring down the curtain on me, everybody 
knew—and I was out. And not only for the West End but even 
for any tour worth considering. My only chance—and I’m a 
good actress, my dear, I really am—^was to keep earning reason¬ 
ably good money, to save a little and try to sober up, then talk 
somebody into giving me a chance on an Australian or South 
African tour. After that, if I’d behaved myself, the West End 
managers might look at me again. The only decent salary, 
out of which I might save something, was the one I wfis offered 
by Tommy Beamish. He was willing to give me a chance 
because he’d fallen flat on his face once and had the curtain 
rung down on him. So ^at made two of us. And I can save 
fifteen pounds every week.’ 

‘ Partly, I suppose,’ I said pointedly, but not, I hope, nastily, 
‘because you share his bedroom.’ 

There was a flash in the darkness of her glance, but she 
answered me coolly. ‘That helps, certainly. But it doesn’t 
make me a tart, Dick my dear. Tommy came to my rescue. 
I was very grateful. Though, mind you, I can feed him lines 
when most actresses would dry, give it up as a bad job, tell him 
he’s impossible to work with, I earn my salary twice-nightly, 
on the stage, far away from that bedroom you dragged into 
this conversation, you silly boy. Are you jealous?’ 

‘Not yet, but I soon could be.’ 

‘Oh—areally? Aren’t you taking something for granted?’ 

‘No, I don’t think so. And I mentioned the bedroom because 
I’ve been thinking about Tommy this week and I was hoping 
you’d tell me what he’s really like.’ I waited a moment or two, 
but when she didn’t reply, I went on: ‘He’s wonderful on the 
stage, of course, but I’m beginning to feel that off the stage I 
dislike him as much as he seems to dislike me.’ 
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‘That’s a kind of envy,’ said Julie. ‘Just because you’re 
young, strong, good-looking. Don’t bother about it, my dear.’ 

‘Ricarlo thinks he’s mad,’ I blurted out. 

Julie didn’t even blink at this. ‘He’s mostly a very clever 
naughty little boy, who can also be very kind and generous. 
Let’s say on four days out of five.’ 

‘What happens on the fifth day?’ 

‘He can be a horror. And you know now why I can’t walk 
out oil him. This is my best chance to get back finally to where 
I belong. But it would be different—^it would be much easier— 
if—’ And there she stopped. 

‘If what?’ 

She didn’t look at me. ‘If somebody else was really making 
love to me,’ she said very quietly. And then she did look at me. 
‘You know, Dick, it would be much better if you didn’t keep 
sharing digs with your uncle and his idiot girl. Why don’t 
you insist upon being on your own?’ 

‘Because they know about digs—and I don’t. It’s quite 
simple. Next week we’re in Burmanlcy. I don’t know Bur- 
manley—never been there. Uncle Nick and Cissie have lists of 
addresses.’ 

‘Tommy has too. And I don’t know anything about Bur¬ 
manlcy either. But we’re in Nottingham, aren’t we, the week 
after—Christmas week, that is? All right then. I know some 
people in Nottingham you could stay with. Will you go there 
if I can an'ange it?’ 

‘Yes, of course, Julie. Let me know in good time, and tell 
me something about the people, then I can pretend to Uncle 
Nick and Cissie that I know them. But Burma nley —?’ 

She laughed. ‘I’m afraid Burmaniey will have to be touch- 
and-go again for us, darling. And that’s what it had better be 
now. We must go, Dick.’ 

But we hadn’t been as clever, under the Wall roof, as we 
thought we had. I discovered this after lunch on Saturday. 
It had been a tremendous lunch, with everybody present, ten 
of us in all—the five of us from the Empire, the two resident 
boarders, the Walls and the mysterious old Russian woman, 
who joined us on this special occasion. Annie the maid had a 
cold and had been sent to bed, so I volunteered to help with 
the heavy trays from and to the kitchen. Mrs Wall, the small 
and bony Varvara, who had done most of the cooking, com¬ 
manded the old Russian woman and her husband George to get 
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on with the washing up, and then took me into a little sitting- 
room beyond the kitchen, a room I had never seen before. 
There she poured out some brandy for both of us, lit one of 
those Russian cigarettes with long paper holders, and after 
wc touched glasses and drank, she stared at me solemnly— 
she had huge black eyes—across the small table, and then began 
to talk. She still spoke with a thick Russian accent, and some¬ 
times I missed what she was trying to say, so that I can’t pre¬ 
tend to reproduce her speech exactly. 

‘Deck,’ she began. ‘I call you Deck because to you I am as 
mother. You are yong. Nice boy. Good boy, I theenk. So I 
speak with you as mother. 1 notice sometheeng. Also Mamushka 
notice sometheeng. Even my ’usban’ George speaks of it. 
All of us, we see very plain.’ There she stopped, produced more 
smoke, and squinted at me through it. 

T don’t understand, Mrs Wall.’ And at that moment I 
really didn’t. 

‘Deck, I speak with you as mother—about loafe—’ 

‘ Loaf? ’ But then I realised she meant love. 

‘Between man and woman loafe is good. Betweea girl and 
boy, like you, loafe is good. Between boy and woman—no ical 
tixie loafe. It is ’unger for sex, this kind of loaf('. All there is 
between you. Deck, and Mces Blanc, is ’unger for sex, anim.d 
feeling. No, foolish to deny. We have seen. We have already 
spoken of it. We know. With you, Dcek, is because you are yong, 
strong man. You want girl. You have no girl. With this JVIees 
Blane, it is not the same. She is mature woman, very strong in 
sex, anyone can see, and she has terrible ’unger.’ 

‘She’s got Tommy Beamish,’ I muttered. 

‘Not man for her. I think not man for any woman. I go on 
Monday—^first ’ouse—and I laugh and George he does not 
stop laugliing. Beamish is very fonny comedian. Mees Blane 
is clever actress—not comedienne—but good for Beamish. 
On stage, good for him. Off stage—^here—no good together, 
I think. It is all—’ And here she almost spat out some Russian 
term that of course I didn’t understand and I think she didn’t 
want me to understand, just bringing it out to satisfy her own 
feelings. ‘Deck, I speak again with you as mother. You have 
been to bed with this woman?’ 

‘No, I haven’t, Mrs Wall,' I icplicd rather sharply. 

‘Mind own business—eh? This is what I do all time here. 
If not, with theatricals, where are we? But you are yong. 



Nice boy. Good boy. Carry trays. Who else carry trays? No¬ 
body. So I speak with you as mother. You have not been to bed 
with her. But already she has been to bed with you. She is 
putting you there in her mind. I have seen it in her eye. She 
wants you, Deek. Not for loafe—^that is not possible between you 
—^but because she has this terrible ’unger. And if you do noth¬ 
ing, then you cannot escape it. This is not nice yong girl— 
dreaming—Tatiana writing letter to Onegin—^but you do not 
know Pushkin. This is woman—strong in passion. You will 
know this for first time. Not like yong girls. You will not have 
known such a woman. It can be madness for nice yong man. It 
happened to my cousin with such an older woman ’ungry with 
passion. It can be like terrible disease. Not like real true loafe. 
No ’eart. No soul. No balance—no real understandings. Deek, 
I speak with you as mother.* She reached across and tapped the 
back of my hand with her forefinger. T am warning. Find nice 
yong girl. No Mees Blanc for you, please. Finish now. If you 
do not finish now, you will be sorry. I am warning.’ 

‘That’s right,’ said George Wall, limping in at that moment 
with a towel over his arm. ‘Tak’ notice of her, lad. An’ Ah’ll 
tell yer for why. She’s a bit what’s-it—psychic—Varvara is, 
alius ’as bin. But she wouldn’t ’ave said owt if she ’adn’t taken 
a bit of a fancy to yer, lad. So yer can bet yer boots she means 
well. Though if yer omiylhing like Ah w'as at your age, ten to 
one yer won’t tak’ onny dam’ notice.’ 

‘You are idiot, George,’ she screeched at him. ‘It is serious. 
I am warning. Go away—wash dishes.’ 

‘Nay, we’ve done.’ He laid a heavy hand on my shoulder. 
‘ She knows what she’s talking about, Varvara does, and about 
this love business, where she comes from—they call a spade a 
spade—^not like us. So just you remember what she’s told you.’ 
He gave my shoulder a squeeze. ‘An’ don’t tak’ offence, lad. 
Nowt ’ud bin said if we ’adn’t liked yer. But we think yer best 
o’t’lot. An’ a word in time—’ 

‘ Be quiet. Now it is finished. Deck is good boy—and now he 
has had warning.’ 

And it was not so long afterwards, though in other places 
and when everything seemed so different, that there would 
suddenly return to my mind, without my wanting to recall it, 
that stuffy Kttle back sitting-room, with its strange Russian 
smells, with the darkening Sheffield Saturday afternoon all 
round it, and with Varvara Wall, all huge black eyes, tapping 
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her warning on the back of my hand. It became in the end my 
clearest memory of that week. But though in a sense she was 
only telling me what I knew already, on some obscure level of 
my mind from which no words came, I forgot her warning 
until it was too late. When I seemed to feel her tapping my 
hand again, I was a different Dick Hemcaslle, lost in a different 
world of savage joy, bewilderment and anguish. 


4 

In burmanley i was sharing digs again with Uncle Nick 
and Cissic, and of course I never saw them early on Monday 
morning, when I left for the Empire. Burmanley, a city I’d 
never seen before, seemed to be mostly gloom, slush, tr.ams, and 
shop windows decorated—^if you can call it that—^with tufts 
of cottonwool, for it was now December 15th, only ten days from 
Christmas, Our stuff had been safely delivered, but itavas chilly 
and mournful backstage that morning, and both Sam and Ben 
seemed to have colds. W'hen we could do no more, I took them 
away to stand them rum-and-coffee, and when I got back the 
band call had started and nearly everybody was ahead of me. 
I had hoped to sec Julie, but for once old Courtenay was taking 
their call. Jennings was there but not Johnson, and when 
Jennings came off and saw me, he grinned and punched me on 
the chest. ‘ Son, slay right here,’ he said. ‘ Give yourself a great 
great time. The Musical Tiplows are next—all three of ’em. 
Fd stay and catch up on some culture, but I’m meeting Hank 
in the saloon round the corner. So long, son!’ 

The Tiplows, all three, were more pernickety than ever, 
and it was nearly half-past twelve before I was free. Then I 
was surprised to find that Bill Jennings was back, apparently 
waiting for me to come off. ‘Yes, sir, we’re holding some kinda 
meeting back of the saloon,’ he said. ‘Your uncle said he wanted 
you there, so I said I’d come and get you, son. House manager’s 
there—^name of Carbett—^looks like a duke ready for huntin’ 
and fishin’. Also a newspaperman —Mr Puff of the Burmanley 
Evening Mail. Also Tommy and Miss Blane. Kinda conference, 
you might say, son, with the actors buying the drinks,’ he con¬ 
tinued as we went out. It was always hard to tell whether Bill 

132 



Jennings was serious or not, but I did gather on our way to die 
pub that the manager, Carbett, was worried because it looked 
as if the week’s business would be terrible, this being the week 
before Christmas, and he was anxious to discover if Uncle 
Nick and Tommy could suggest any publicity stunt that might 
bring people in, later in the week. And Mr Puffy who did the 
theatrical news and gossip for the evening paper, was there to 
offer any help he might be able to give. ‘And when I left ’em, 
son,’ Bill Jennings concluded, ‘the only suggestion—though 
it’s a good one—^was Sam Again..^ 

When we joined the group in the small back room of the 
pub—and they had the place to themselves—Uncle Nick was 
talking. ‘ Well then, it’ll have to be the Indian Box. It seems to 
be all we’ve got. I used to use it in the act but then left it out 
because it wasn’t spectacular enough. Oh—Richard—^we’ve 
still got the Indian Box, haven’t we?’ 

‘ I’ve never noticed it,’ I began. 

‘Well, for God’s sake, don’t tell me we haven’t got it.’ He 
glared at me. ‘Gome on, we must have. It’s a fancy Oriental 
box, about two feet long, one foot high and broad, with a big 
ornamental key.’ 

‘ I’ve never seen it.’ And then, before he could interrupt me 
again, I added: ‘But there’s a small packing case about that 
size tliat I’ve never opened because Sam told me we weren’t 
using it.’ 

‘That’s all right then, lad. That’s it.’ He looked round at 
the others. ‘This is how' we’ll work it. But I warn you I’ll need 
some help all round. Yes, from you, Mr Puffy and your paper— 
and if possible fiom one of your biggest shops.’ 

‘I’ll do my best, Mr Ollanton,’ said the journalist, who was a 
small fat man in a shiny blue suit too small for him. ‘But of 
course it depends on what you have in mind.’ 

‘I’ve always found the Evening Mail very friendly,’ said 
Carbett, the house manager, rather pompously. And he really 
W'as trying to look like a sporting landowner, and later I found 
that with his evening white-tie-and-tails he went to the length 
of wearing a monocle. ‘And I’ve no doubt if oiu: fiiend Mr 
Puff" likes the idea he’ll be able to persuade one of our biggest 
shops to co-operate with us. Smedley and Jones, perhaps—eh? 
But of course it does depend on what you have in mind, Mr 
Ollanton.’ 

‘Thanks for telling me,’ said Uncle Nick dryly. ‘All right, 
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this is the effect.’ He paused for a moment or two, and I was 
able to look across at Julie, who held up her glass enquiringly, 
as if asking me if I wanted a drink. ‘You announce tonight 
that at the special request of some Burmanley friends and ad¬ 
mirers, Ganga Dun will undertake to read the future. He will 
place in his Indian Box tonight or tomorrow morning some 
small sheets of paper on which will be written the Evening Mail 
headlines for Thursday. The box will be locked, corded and 
sealed in the shop tomorrow. It will remain in the shop window 
—or in any other prominent place there—until Thursday 
evening. It will then be taken by a representative of the shop 
to the Empire on Thursday evening, and will be opened on the 
stage at the second house and the headlines read out to the 
audience.’ 

‘Boy, that’s a lulu,’ cried Hank Johnson. 

‘But, Mr Ollanton, can you really do this?’ asked Carbett. 

‘If I can’t, what the hell am I talking about?’ said Uncle 
Nick, looking disgusted. ‘I’ve done it before. Don’t forget, I’m 
a magician.’ 

‘Is it done by mirrors or electricity. Maestro^’ Tommy 
asked. ‘Or are there two boxes?’ 

‘No, there aren’t two boxes,’ said Uncle Nick coldly. ‘And 
from the time that box leaves me tomorrow, it’s never in my 
possession. And it’s locked, corded and sealed, with everybody 
looking on, in the shop, which then keeps the box on display. 
The only thing is—I’m not going to be there, because I’m 
Ganga Dun, and I don’t propose to wear costume and make-up 
in the middle of the afternoon. Richard and one or two of 
you people will have to look after that. Well,’ and he looked at 
the journalist, ‘is that good enough for you?’ 

‘It’s a bobby-dazzler,’ Mr exclaimed, getting up. ‘I’ll 
telephone the office.’ 

‘Half a minute,’ said Tommy. ‘WTiat about Alderman 
Fishface?’ 

‘Alderman Fishblick?’ 

‘All the same. What—you don’t know about him,’ said 
Tommy, looking at several of us who obviously didn’t know 
about Alderman Fishblick. ‘ Explain him, Mr Carbett—^spread 
him out and peg him down.’ 

Carbett cleared his throat importandy. ‘Alderman Fishblick 
is a local estate agent and a great man on the City Council. 
Teetotaller, non-smoker, and dead against theatres and music 
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halls. Music halls especially. Haunts of vice, he says we are. 
He was denouncing us again, last week—’ 

‘Look here,’ the journalist cut in. ‘I must get on to the office. 
Somebody tell me quick where Alderman Fishblick comes into 
this Indian Box business.’ He appealed to Tommy, then to 
Uncle Nick. 

‘If you people,’ said Uncle Nick, ‘will get Alderman Fish¬ 
blick into one of your headlines on Thursday, I can guarantee 
that whoever reads those headlines on the stage on Thursday 
will have to mention Alderman Fishblick.’ 

‘Well, I can’t give you as good a guarantee,’ the journalist 
told him, ‘but I’ll talk to our chaps. I know there’s a Council 
meeting on Thursday morning, and Fishblick nearly always 
makes a fuss about something. But I must go. I won’t telephone, 
I'll go straight back to the office. Now, Mr Ollanton, can I say 
you’ve accepted a challenge to perform your magic Indian 
Box trick in Burmanley? Right. And you’re ready to send the 
box tomorrow to Smedley and Jones’s for them to keep until 
Thursday? Right. I can get this into the paper tonight. 
Toodle-oo, everybody!' Exit Mr Puff. 

‘I’m working something out for Ald<'rman Fisliface myself,’ 
said Tommy. ‘It’ll be something to do with his estate agency. 
And I’ll want some help, Nick. Like you on that sufl'ragette 
caper at Leeds. I’ll need you and Cissie and young llcrncastle. 
And you Bill, and you Hank.’ 

‘We’ll be light in there, man, pitcliing,’ cried Bill. 

‘So long as it biings p.iin and sorrow ti> Alderman Fish¬ 
blick,’ said Hank Johnson solemnly, ‘I’m there by your side, 
C^liief. And the drinks are now on me.’ 

But Uncle Nick told me to go back, unpack the box, make 
sure the big ornamental key was with it, then take key and box 
up to liis dressing-room. ‘We’ll have a bite of lunch at the 
Clown,’ he addl'd. ‘Then I’ll make reitain the box is all in 
order before anything comes out in the paper. So off you go, 
lad.’ 

At three o’clock on Tuesday afternoon, I was carrying the 
box, which looked old and very Oriental, into the furniture 
department (Third Floor) of Smedley and Jones’s store. There 
must have been at least a hundred people there, all that the 
room could hold when a space had been cleared for us in the 
middle. I was accompanied—and that is the right term, because 
it was all done very solemnly—^by Tommy and Julie, Jennings 

135 



and Johnson, who somehow managed to look grave and im¬ 
portant, and the manager, Garbett, no longer in his sporting 
costume and looking rather like an undertaker. Smedley and 
Jones were represented by the assistant manager, one R. G. 
Perks, who had called on Uncle Nick at the Empire between 
the first and second houses, the night before, and who had been 
nervous then and seemed even more nervous now, as if he 
thought the box might explode. The Press was represented by 
Mr Puff and several yotmger and dressier colleagues, looking 
very cynical, as if they knew how the trick was done, which 
they certainly didn’t. (I had spent some time wondering about 
it myself.) There was only one person there even more nervous 
than R. G. Perks, and that was young Richard Herncastle, 
for I was making my first appearance in public off the stage 
and without the benefit of Indian costume and make-up. 

When we were all ready, R. G. Perks said ratlier shakily: 
‘Er. Ladies and er Gentlemen cr. On behalf of er Smedley 
and Jones er glad to welcome you cr interesting experiment er 
now call upon er Mr Carbett cr Empire Theatre.’ 

Garbett told them severely that Burmanley was well known 
for its sporting spirit and that Ganga Dun, now appearing at 
the Empire in one of the greatest magical acts on the variety 
stage anywhere, had accepted a challenge to perform here in 
Burmanley perhaps his most extraordinary feat of magic, and 
that they would now be addressed by the popular American 
entertainers, Jennings and Johnson, also on this week’s great 
bill at the Empire. 

‘Folks,’ Bill Jennings began, ‘I’ve been in vaudeville quite a 
time—^not on this side but tlie other side of the water. And 
I’ve seen some great magical and thought-reading acts. But 
what Ganga Dun says he’ll do—tins beats all. Of course he 
hasn’t done it yet—and maybe he can’t do it—^what do you say. 
Hank?’ 

‘I say. Bill—and fiiends—I say Ganga Dun’s already 
finished what he said he’d do. In that box—^hold it higher, 
son, so the folks can see it—^in tliat box, I say, Ganga Dun has 
already placed a sheet or two of paper on which he has written 
—believe it or not, fiiends—^what will be the headlines of 
Thursday’s Evening Mail. Yes, Tommy? Mr Tommy Beamish, 
folks.’ 

Uncle Nick hadn’t wanted Tommy to speak: he felt that if 
Tommy started gagging and had everybody laughing, nobody 
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would give me and the box any serious attention. But Tommy 
insisted, and here he was, standing on a chair; ‘Now boys, 
girls and ratepayers, I think we can’t lose. If on Thursday night, 
second house at the Empire, somebody opens the box, reads out 
the headlines, and they’re all dead right, we’ve seen something 
as good as the Indian rope tiick. And if they’re all wrong, 
then we have a good laugh at poor old Ganga Dun—^though I 
must tell you he isn’t poor, he isn’t old, and he keeps frightening 
the life out of me. He’s sin-is-ter —^honestly, he is—^he’s sin-is-ter 
and mal-evo-lent. And he told me yesterday—he speaks English 
on Mondays—that it isn’t done by mirrors or by electricity— 
so how the blue bla/es doc* he do it? Remember, people, he 
ne\ er secs this box again until it’s opened on the Empire stage. 
And now my distinguished colleague. Lady Macbefh—I beg 
her pardon, Miss Jiihe Blane -will tell you all about the 
box.’ 

As a matter of fact, Julie, dark, pale-faced, wearing black 
furs, did look as if she’d just played—or was about to play— 
I-,ady Macbeth. She’d told us she couldn't improvise a speech, 
so Uncle Nick and I between its had written something for her 
to Icain by heart. So now', making full use of her clear and 
beautifully modulated voice, she made the most eflcctive 
speech of the afternoon. But I ought to add that during the 
morning Uncle Nick, with his usual attrmtion to detail, had 
rehearsed both her and me, her for her timing, me for the 
locking, cording, sealing, of the box. 

‘ I.adies and Gentlemen, 1 hope that you c an see Mr Hern- 
castle, who is Ganga Dun’s chief assistant. He will now lock 
the box. There! And now, with the help of Mr Perks, represent¬ 
ing Messrs Smedlcs and Jones, Mr Hcrricastle will secure the 
box with cords. After that they will seal the knots with scaling 
w ax, making use of a signet ring owned by Mr Perks. While 
they are doing this—and I hope you can all see—I want to 
explain what will happen to the box. From now' until it is 
opened on the Empire stage on Thursday night, the box will 
never leave this store, w'here it w'ill be prominently displayed— 
in the window to the right of the main door, Mr Perks tells me. 
I’m sure you have complete confidence in Mr Perks and Messrs 
Smedley and Jones—I know I have—so that if they tell us on 
Thursday night that the box has never left the store and that 
nobody has attempted to open it, we shall believe them. And 
Mr Perks will be responsible for taking the box strziight from 
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here on to the Empire stage. Ganga Dun has sworn that he 
will not even look at it through the window. Now, there it is, 
ladies and gentlemen—securely corded and sealed.’ There 
was some applause. ‘Mr Perks will now take it down to its 
place in the window. And that’s all, ladies and gentlemen. 
Until Thursday night, of course. Thank you!’ 

There was more applause, and then after Perks, carrying 
the box high above his head, hurried off, people began to move 
away. ‘You were jolly good, Julie,’ I told her. 

‘Thanks, Dick.’ She lowered her voice. ‘But I wish you’d 
tell me how he thinks he’s going to pull off this trick.’ 

‘ I would if I knew. But I don’t know. All I do know is that 
he’s done it before—and doesn’t think much of it. Perhaps 
because he didn’t invent it himself. Uncle Nick prefers the 
eflccts he invents himself.’ 

‘I’ll bet he does, knowing your nice kind Uncle Nick. Oh— 
Tommy wants us. Yes, Tommy dear? ’ 

‘Not you, Julie dear. This is for the Ganga Dundians.’ 
He turned to me. ‘It’s about the Alderman Fishface gag. I’ve 
got it all worked out for tomorrow morning. Tonight in my 
dressing-room I’ll explain what everybody has to do. So tell 
Nick and Sloppy Gis. Right? Not between the shows—^I want 
to take it easy—but aftqr the last house.’ 

I realise that nowadays, in a different world, the elaborate 
practical joke we played on Alderman Fishblick, that Wednes¬ 
day morning in Buimanlcy, may seem childish, ridiculously 
unworthy of the care and attention that six or seven adult 
performers devoted to it. But in its defence there are three tilings 
worth mentioning. First, there still existed then a tradition of 
practical jokes played by stage people, coming down from the 
days of Toole and Henry Irving, before he became grand and 
solemn. Secondly, Alderman Fishblick, who really knew 
nothing about music halls, had repeatedly made public attacks 
upon them. Thirdly, variety performers like Tommy Beamish 
and Uncle Nick couldn’t help welcoming anything that broke 
the monotony and boredom of those winter days, when the 
weather was too bad for golf or for excursions in their new toy, 
the motor-car. As Uncle Nick told me more than once, especi¬ 
ally when he was happily at work on a new illusion, the chief 
reason why so many variety stars drank too much or got into 
trouble chasing women too hard, was that they were so bored, 
after the night’s zest and excitement, by these empty days in 
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towns they didn’t like. Burmanley was one of them; the weather 
was bad that week, when it was neither Christmas nor not- 
Christmas but all cottonwool snowflakes and seedy Santa 
Glauses; and so we put on a special performance for Alderman 
Fishblick in his capacity as estate agent. We established our 
headquarters for the operation, as it might be called now, at a 
pub not far from where Philips and Fishblick, Estate Agents and 
Auctioneers, had their offices, so we all knew what was happen¬ 
ing in there; and this explains how I can attempt to describe 
that strange morning from the point of view of poor Fishblick. 

So far it had been a dull morning, with some sleet slashing 
at the windows, and Fishblick, after losing his temper with his 
secretary, Miss Cleat, and telling the office boy that if he didn’t 
brighten up his ideas he would have to go, didn’t know what 
to do with himself and so began examining the list of properties 
that Philips and Fishblick had for sale or rent. The chief of 
these, Hickerston Hall, a white elephant no longer white, had 
now been empty for over two yeais, and Fishblick must have 
been wondering what he could do with it, when a Mr and Mrs 
Primp were announced, wanting to sec liim on most urgent 
business. 

‘Alderman Fishblick,’ said Mr Primp, shaking hands 
enthusiastically, ‘you’ve probably heard of me—Primp, Tea 
Merchant, of Mincing Lane. Yes, I'm Primp of Mincing Lane.* 
He had a straggling beard, eyeglasses, and a high quavering 
voice. (When Tommy Beamish really took trouble, he could be 
superb.) Mrs Primp, be-furred and veiled, was both aloof and 
elegant and looked very rich, Julie having played many such 
parts. 

‘Now what about Hickerston Hall?’ said Mr Primp. ‘I’m 
thinking of retiring, and yesterday Mrs Primp and I took a 
look at Hickei tson Hall, only from the outside of course, and 
Mrs Primp fancied it at once—didn’t you, dear?’ 

‘I felt something might be done with it,’ said Mrs Primp, 
in a deep contralto that was as rich as her appearance. ‘But 
of course we must look over it.’ 

‘ Naturally, naturally, Mrs Primp,’ Fishblick told her, trying 
to keep his excitement out of his voice. ‘It’s a remarkable 
property—and it’s just possible I might be able to offer you a 
slight reduction on the asking price—’ 

Mr Primp waved this aside. ‘ Primp of Mincing Lane doesn’t 
haggle,’ he announced. ‘The fioint is—^when can you show us 
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the house? We must return to London tonight, I must warn 
you, Fishblick.’ 

‘We can go out there now—’ 

‘Impossible. But if you’ll call for us at half-past two this 
afternoon at the Midland Hotel —* 

‘ Of course, Mr Primp. I’ll arrange for a car—’ 

‘Meanwhile,’ said Mrs Primp, in a tone deeper still, ‘you 
must give us all particulars—’ 

‘Just what I was about to do, Mrs Primp,’ Fishblick was so 
excited he fumbled for a moment or two at his papers. ‘Yes, 
here they are. A very fine property indeed for any man of 
means—’ 

‘Mr Primp has considerable means, Alderman Fishblick,’ 
said Mrs Primp coldly. 

‘And I like to do business like tliis.’ And Mr Pi imp brought 
his hand down flat on the desk, glaring tluough his eyeglasses 
at (he startled Fishblick. ‘Half-past ts\o at the Midland Flotcl, 
then. And don’t keep me waiting. Ask an\body in Mincing 
Lane about Primp. I don’t like any dill>-dallying and shilly¬ 
shallying.’ 

‘Yes, Mr Primp. I’m sure you’ll find —’ 

‘Good morning to you,’ said Mr Primp sharply. ‘Come, my 
dear. No, don’t move, Fishblick. You must make your aiiange- 
ments.’ 

Fifteen minutes later, wliilc Fishblick was still trying to 
discover the financial status of Primp of Mincing I.ane, 
Colonel Sloman was announced. He was a tall, dark, imposing- 
looking man, not unlike a younger Lord Kitchener. He was 
accompanied by his daughter (Cissie, quietly dressed and with 
no make-up) and his son, me with a large fair moustache that 
Uncle Nick had made out of ciepe hair while he gave himself a 
large dark moustache. Incidentally, this Fishblick performance 
show'cd me what a good actor Uncle Nick might have been. 

‘I’m Colonel Sloman, late Chief of Police in Penang. You 
people are the agents for Hickerston Hall, aren’t you? Come, 
come, my dear sir, either you are or you aren’t. If you aren’t, 
say so, I’ve no time to waste.’ 

‘Yes, we are. Colonel Sloman. You want to look over the 
house? ’ 

‘Of course I want to look over the house. And so do my 
son and my daughter. We’ve no intention of buying a house 
without looking over it. Do you take me for an idiot, man?’ 
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Fishblick, though still feeling rather dazed, made a move 
round his desk. He was a gingerish, beaky, narrow-mouthed 
man with eyes not unlike the glass stoppers used in those days 
for ginger-beer bottles. ‘I can take you out there at once. 
Colonel Sloman—’ 

‘No, you can’t. I have an appointment with the I.ord 
Lieutenant—an old friend. Have to be this afternoon. Only 
lime. Call for us at half-past two this afternoon—County 
Hotel.’ 

‘Oh—dear!’ Fishblick was flustered. ‘I’m not quite sure—’ 

‘What the devil do you mean, man?’ Colonel Sloman 
thundered. ‘If you don’t want to sell the propeity, then say 
so. J^fot quite sure! Good God—aren’t there any ical men of 
business left in this country?’ 

‘It’s only a question of rc-arranging something,’ Fishblick 
b( gan desperately. 

''Re-arranging something! Don’t talk nonsense, man. I’m 
seiiously interested m this propeitv—and I don't need to tell 
you, man, that it’s obviously been on the market for some time 
—and if you’re at all anxious to sell it, then you will show us 
over the house this afternoon and will theiefore call for us 
promptly .it two-thiity at the County Hotel. I don’t care about 
your arrangements, I have my own. Two-thiity shaip then, at 
the County. Come along, you two.’ 

Now in a lather, Fishblick followed us out, trying to explain 
about his anangements and re-anangements, but Uncle Nick 
ufused to listen and waved him away. 

It must have been while he was still tiying to leave a message 
for Mr Primp at a Midland Hotel that had never heard of him, 
that poor Fishblick found himself staring at two extraordinary 
Ameiicans, who wore unusually laigc round spectacles and 
Uncle Sam beards. They wanted to look at Hitkerston Hall 
too, not as a possible private lesidenee, for tliey lived at 
Oshkosh close to their main factory, but as a building that 
might be adapted to the manufacture of their special line of 
toys. 

‘Yes, siry said one of them emphatically, ‘Simon and Simon’s 
world-ree-nowned Golliwogs and Teddy Bears.’ 

‘Golliwogs and Teddy Bears?’ Fishblick faltered, probably 
wondering by this time if he were going out of his mind. 

‘The kiddies’ joy in seventeen different countries, sir,’ 
said the other American, staring severely at Fishblick through 
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his enormous spectacles. ‘We’d aim to make Hickerston Hall 
the centre of a noo thriving community.’ 

‘And Simon and Simon are no pikers, sir,’ his partner said, 
staring with equal severity. ‘If the place is right, the price will 
be right—^yes, sir.' 

‘So we’ll take a look round this afternoon. We’ll be waiting 
for you at the Red Lion—say, at half-past two this afternoon—’ 

‘Only time we have, Alderman. Take it or leave it. If you 
want to do business with Simon and Simon, you’ll be there 
with an automobile right on the dot at half-past two.’ 

They gave the wretched Fishblick no opportunity to cut in. 
‘Simon and Simon. Total assets five-and-a-half million dollars. 
Golliwogs and Teddy Bears round the world. See you at half¬ 
past two.’ 

‘Boy,’ cried Jennings as they joined us in the pub, ‘the 
poor guy’s nuts. When we left him, he didn’t know what to 
say or where to begin.’ 

‘And there’ll be hell to pay at tomorrow morning’s City 
Council meeting,’ said Johnson. ‘ He’ll rate a headline or I’m 
Lilian Russell. And mine’s a Scoti h, Tommy.’ 

It was decided that the Indian Box should be fipened, at 
the second house on Thursday, not during our act but at the 
end of Tommy’s, after he had taken his call. So then, on we 
went: Uncle Nick still as Ganga Dun, Tommy and Julie, Perks 
of Smedlcy and Jones carrying the Indian Box, and I without 
costume and make-up, back in my best suit. We had a full 
house, and indeed business had been better ever since we 
announced the stunt, Mr Puff having given us some publicity 
every evening. Under Uncle Nick’s careful direction, we had 
worked out in advance everything that had to be done on the 
stage. 

Tommy began. ‘Ladies, Gentlemen and Friends, this is 
Mr Perks of Smedley and Jones, and he’s here to testify that 
the Magic Box—^there it is—has been in his possession—or 
) Smedley’s or Jones’s—ever since it was locked, coided and 
sealed in plain view on Tuesday afternoon, and that Ganga 
Dun has never been near it. That’s right, isn’t it, Mr Perks? ’ 

After clearing his throat rather desperately. Perk*' said that it 
was. 

Julie now explained how Ganga Dun had accepted the 
challenge to place in the Box, on Tuesday morning, papers on 
which would be written headlines appearing in tonight’s final 
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edition of the Evening Mail. ‘If he’s done it, I can’t imagine how,’ 
she concluded. ‘But we do know he hasn’t been near the Box 
since Tuesday morning. I’ll now ask Mr Perks and Mr Hern- 
castle, Ganga Dun’s assistant, to break the seals and untie the 
cords.’ 

Perks and I did this, slowly and solemnly. Perks was now 
breaking into a sweat, and I couldn’t help feeling uneasy and 
anxious, in spite of my confidence in Uncle Nick. If the trick 
didn’t work—and it was still a mystery to me how it could work 
—^Burmanley might begin to throw things at us. 

It was now my turn to speak. For the last half hour I had 
been muttering to myself what I had to say. ‘I will now ask 
Ganga Dun to hand me the key, and, to guard against any 
possible deception, ladies and gentlemen, I will give the key 
to Mr Peiks so that he can open the box.’ I went across and 
bo^^cd gravely to Uncle Nick, who ceremoniously produced the 
large ornamental key. I held it high as I crossed the stage to 
Perks. lie opened the box and took out of it three pieces of thin 
paper, which he smoothed out in order to read what was written 
ou them. But Tommy, who wasn’t a &tar for nothing, grabbed 
them and read out the three headlines. The first was something 
about Lloyd George, the second about the price of turkeys, and 
the third, which raised a great yell of laughter, said Angry Scene 
at Council Meeting: Alderman Fishbluk Again. As they were still 
laughing and cheering. Tommy handed the three sheets to 
Perks, for him to confirm that these were the headlines written 
on them. Perks nodded vigorously, but couldn’t make himself 
heard. L’^nclc Nick moved forward a pace or two, to take a bow, 
and w'as applauded, but then signalled for the curtain to come 
down. I could see that he was furious. 

‘Why the devil did row have to interfere?’ he demanded of 
Tommy angrily. ‘I’d arranged for this chap Perks to read them 
out.’ 

‘Much better for me to do it, old boy. He’d never have got 
that big laugh on Fishface.’ 

‘You look after your laughs, and let me look after my tricks. 
Most of’em out there think the headlines weren’t on those three 
sheets, that you were just remembering tonight’s headlines.’ 

‘Oh—I don’t think so, Nick old boy,’ said Tommy airily. 

‘You don’t think at all, that’s your trouble,’ Uncle Nick 
growled, and went striding off. 

‘Now, now, now!’ And Tomjmy hurried after him. 
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Julie and I went up to our dressing-rooms together, taking 
our time and keeping close. ‘But, Dick darling, how on earth 
did he do it? I mean, those really were the headlines, weren’t 
they? And there they were in the box, and I’m sure little Mr 
Perks didn’t cheat. But how could Nick have known what they’d 
be, I mean, on Tuesday morning? He can’t really tell the future, 
can he?’ 

And I think that if I’d said he could, so long as I’d looked and 
sounded solemn, she wouldn’t have contradicted me. Though 
no fool, Julie had the deeply feminine desire to defy rationality, 
logic, evidence, and to welcome any sign of the unpredictable, 
the marvellous, the miraculous. I have come to believe that 
this is a good and not a bad thing in woman, helping to prevent 
us from being imprisoned by our rationality and our theories 
of cause-and-efi'cct. But I couldn’t accept Uncle Nick as a seer, 
and told her so. ‘It’s a trick—and one that Uncle Nick has 
a contempt for—but how it’s worked, I don’t know yet.’ 

‘I’m madly curious, darling.’ She stopped and came closer 
still. ‘Will you promise to tell me as soon as you know?’ 

‘No, Julie, I won’t.’ 

‘You wretched boy! The first thing I ever ask*you to do 
for me—and you say No-oh, Joolie, Ah won't. Very well, I 
won’t tell you about those people in Nottingham—for next 
week. You remember?’ 

‘Yes, of course. The people I’m to stay w’ith. But listen, Julie, 
I made a solemn promise to Uncle Nick never to explain to 
anybody liis tricks and illusions. It’s his living, Julie, and mine 
too just now. Do you want me to break solemn promises?’ 

She laughed. ‘Certainly, so long as you didn't make them to 
me. All right, darling, I’ll forgive you. And here’s their name 
and address.’ The folded paper seemed to come out of her 
waist belt. ‘You needn’t write to them unless you’ve decided 
not to go—’ 

‘Of course I haven’t. That’s where I’m going.’ 

‘Don’t bother writing then. They’re expecting you. And I 
hope you’ll be expecting me—unless we're out of luck—some 
time on Christmas Day. No, darling, come on. Tommy’ll be 
wondering what’s become of me.’ 

When I reached Uncle Nick’s dressing-room, he was telling 
a couple of young reporters to go away. When they had gone 
and he began changing, he said: ‘They even wanted me to 
tell ’em how it was done. Young twerps! I didn’t invent the 
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trick and I don’t think much of it, but I’m not making a present 
of it to the newspapers. Let ’em work it out for themselves. 
I had to after I first saw it.’ 

‘Julie Blane was asking me to tell her how it was done,’ I 
remarked, with the best casual air I could manage. 

‘Tommy may have put her up to it. What did you say, lad?’ 

‘That I didn’t know how you did it, and that even if I did 
know, I wouldn’t tell her. I’d made a solemn promise, I said,’ 

‘ Good for you. Though God knows what she’d worm out of 
you, if both of you had your pants off. Watch that one, lad. 
By the way, the management sent this bottle round.’ He was 
now pouring out champagne for us both. ‘And it’s the lezist 
they could do, seeing as how I’ve been working overtime for 
’em. And I hate doing that Box tiick. It’s too bloody cheeky 
and it’s got no stvlc to it. I wouldn’t put my name to it.’ 
He half-emptied his glass, then looked at me. ‘Just think 
carefully, lad, weigh it all up, and then if you can’t tell me how 
it’s done, you oughtn’t to be woiking in my act. Take your 
time.’ 

I did. He’d finished changing and had tidied up—Uncle 
Nick was very tidy and he refused to employ a ‘dresser’, 
though he could well afford one—before tve sjxrke again. 
‘Well, lad, what’s the verdict?’ 

‘It must be the key. Uncle Nick. There’s no other explan¬ 
ation.’ 

‘ Qiiite right. I look at the headlines, write three of ’em on 
special thin paper. The three sheets are rolled up and inserted 
into the key. When the key unlocks the box it also shoots out 
the rolled paper, so by the time the lid’s lifted, there arc your 
headlines, waiting inside the box. There’s a neat little spring 
inside the key, a nice job, otherwise the whole bloody thing’s 
childish.’ He gave himself some more champagne. ‘Keep this 
to yourself, lad, but I’m just beginning to get an idea—and 
I’ve done no work on it yet—for an effect that could really 
give ’em the creeps. But I’ll need another dwarf. However, 
it’ll probably take months to get it right,’ he ended, quite 
happily. 

I remember thinking then—^and it shows how my mind was 
working—that the sooner he concentrated on this two-dwarf 
effect, the better it would be for Julie and me. Perhaps the luck 
was running our way. 

On Saturday I told him and Gissie that I wouldn’t be sharing 
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their digs in Nottingham because I’d already arranged to stay 
with some people I knew there. He didn’t care, but Cissie was 
disappointed. ‘Oh—Dick, I did hope we’d all be together for 
Christmas.’ 

‘Don’t start that, girl,’ Uncle Nick told her. ‘I hate Christ¬ 
mas.’ 

‘Nick, you don’t.’ 

‘I do. It’s all so stupid.’ 

‘But what about the kiddies?’ 

‘Wkat about the kiddies?' It was bratal mimicry. ‘Well, what 
about ’em? They like Christmas because they get tilings given. 
They’d like any other time when they got things given. Middle 
of April—end of October—any time. The rest of us are just 
diddled by the shopkeepers, who raise their prices because 
they’re so full of the Christmas spirit of goodwill and peace to 
all men. I had a Christmas card today—all about old friend¬ 
ship and loving tlioughts by the fireside—^from the biggest 
rogue of an agent I’ve ever had to deal with. No, don’t talk 
to me about Christmas, girl. I’ll endure it, but I’m damned if 
I’ll enjoy it. I earn a living by deceiving other people, but I 
don't have to deceive myself.’ 


5 

I LIKED THE look of Nottingham, which I’d never visited 
before, and the weather there was better than what we’d had 
in Sheffield and Burmanley. And Julie’s friends, Alfred and Rose 
Bentwood, gave me the best room I’d had, quite big, with 
plenty of space around its double bed, wcll-carpetcd and wdth 
a fine new gasfire. It was of course their guest room, and, 
though I insisted upon paying for it, they w'ere really doing me 
a favour at Julie’s request. Before she married. Rose had been 
on the stage, playing small parts. Alfred Bentwood had a 
comfortable job with some wholesale tobacconist. They were 
both about forty, both round and jolly, great iheatre-and- 
party-goers, probably always welcome because tliey would 
laugh at anything and laugh nearly as much at nothing. When 
I first met them, rather late on Sunday night, they laughed so 
much I thought there must be something odd about my appear- 
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ance, my fly must be unbuttoned or something; but then I soon 
realised they laughed like that all the time. They were kind and 
generous; there was plenty of food and drink in the house, and 
you could help yourself to anything, day and night; and they 
were fun to be with for half-an-hour or so, but after that 
you began to feel there was too much laugliing. Julie came out 
to tea on the Monday—^she and Tommy were staying at the 
Flying Horse down in the Poultry—but we’d only opportunity 
and time for some quick clutching and kissing before I had to 
leave for the first house. 

If tliis had been an ordinary week, I think I would have 
enjoyed Nottingham and staying with the Bentwoods. But it 
was Christmas week, with Christmas Day itself on Thursday 
(and I apologise for so much always happening on Thursdays 
in these reminiscences, but that’s how it was, so I can’t help 
it;, and because it was Christmas week, eveiything was different 
and somehow wrong. I suppose I felt we ought not to have been 
there, at least not until Boxing Day. The audiences were small 
and •w'cre mostly thinking about something else, presents or 
parties. Uncle Nick especially hated it—though he liked 
Nottingham in the ordinary way—and cut the Vanishing 
Cyclist out of the act because he said the audiences didn’t 
deserve it. At the second house on Wednesday, Christmas Eve, 
Tommy s\as almost rolling drunk but I must admit, for I went 
down to watch the act, he was also very very funny. As for 
Jennings and Johnson, tlicy were gently stewed all the 
week. 

However, homeless though we were—and felt—we did our 
best, and scurried around the crowded shops buying presents. 
I bought some cigars for Uncle Nick, a scarf for Cissic, some old 
malt whisky for Jennings and Johnson, and a brooch I couldn’t 
really afford for Julie. I kept thinking about sending a wire to 
Nancy, at the Theatre Royal, Plymouth, because for some 
reason or other, and in spite of Julie, I couldn’t drive her out 
of my mind, especially on Wednesday, but in the end I didn’t. 
I also kept wondering what was going to happen on Christmas 
Day, when of course we wouldn’t be playing and the whole 
town would be shuttered and turned away firom us. I knew the 
Bentwoods were going out for the day, to laugh their heads off 
with relatives; and up to Christmas Eve Julie hadn’t told me 
what she was doing but had merely smiled and looked 
mysterious and murmured something about being patient. 
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By the second house on Wednesday I was beginning to feel 
rather desperate about it. 

But then—and perhaps the whole thing was her doing— 
Julie came round during the interval and invited us to a 
Christmas dinner Tommy was giving at the Flying Horse. 
Uncle Nick, Cissie and I, Jennings and Johnson and Ricarlo, 
were being invited from our show, and there would also be 
some people Tommy knew who were playing in the pantomime. 

‘I’m glad about this, Julie,’ I whispered at my dressing- 
room door. I had a small dressing-mom to myself, that week. 
‘But is it going to be any good to us?’ 

‘I think it might, daihng. And I’ll give you a signal when I 
think you ought to leave. Oh—and don’t eat and drink too 
much.’ And her laugh floated back as she hurried away. 

A little scene in Uncle Nick’s dressing-room, later that night, 
made me realise once again what an unpredictable charatter 
he was. We’d been talking about putting back the Vanishing 
C}dhl for Boxing Day, when I stopped a moment and then 
suddenly exclaimed: ‘I’m a fool—and a mean fool at that.’ 

‘Now what is it, lad?’ 

‘ It’s Sam and Ben and Barney. Y’know, uncle, unless some¬ 
thing’s going wrong, I never think of them as themselves during 
the act. And this week they’re not dressing with me. So I’ve 
forgotten all about thrtn. Not asked them what they’re doing 
for Christmas. Not bought tliem anything. And now it’s too 
late,’ 

‘It might have been but for me,’ said Uncle Nick dryly. 
‘They’ll do all right at their digs. I’ve asked. I’ve also sent ’em 
a big hamper—everything in it they could want—and it has 
your name on it as well as mine. Cissic’s too, of course.’ 

‘Oh—that’s wonderful. What a relief!’ 

‘I date say. But you should think, lad. Keep things in mind, 
the way I do. And now I’ll trouble you for half a sovereign, 
Mr Herncastle, for your share of the hamper.’ 

‘All right. Uncle Nick. Here’s your ten shillings. But would 
you have asked for it if I’d said nothing? ’ 

‘No. Never a word.’ 

I laughed. ‘So if I’d never mentioned Sam and Ben and 
Barney, I’d have saved ten shillings.’ 

‘That’s right, lad.’ 

‘You’d have paid my share out of your own pocket—’ 

‘1 would. But you’d have gone down in my estimation, 
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don’t forget, Richard. And my esteem ought to be worth ten 
bob to you—’ 

‘Yes, of course. But I must say. Uncle Nick, you’re not an 
easy man to understand—’ 

‘That’s because I’m sensible through and through. And 
thoroughly sensible chaps like me are getting rare.’ And he 
didn’t say this with a smile; he meant it. ‘ Most of you now are 
more or less barmy. Well, I’m not. Oh—and watch yourself 
tomorrow at this dinner of Tommy’s.’ 

‘Why should I? What d’you mean?’ 

‘Don’t come it, lad. I mean Miss Julie Blane. Do you think 
nobody noticed you, week before last, at Sheffield? Cissie’s 
got no sense but she has sharp eyes and ears. And I don’t miss 
much. Now, lad, none of that tomorrow. We want a Merry 
Christmas, not trouble.’ 

‘I thought you didn’t believe in Merry Christmases.’ 

‘I don’t. We’re mostly just kidding ourselves. But I know 
about trouble, and I don’t want any of it. So watch where 
your hands go tomorrow, lad.’ 

I got up late on Cliristmas morning, had nothing but tea 
and a slice of toast, admired the presents that the Bentwoods 
had given each other, and saw them go off, laden with fancy 
packages and still laughing heartily, to spend the rest of the 
day at his brother’s out Trent Bridge way. This was about 
noon. We’d been told to be at the Flying Horse at one o’clock, 
so I spent half-an-hour putting my presents together and then 
taking down the bits of holly and pink paper-chains that Mrs 
Bentwood had put up in my room: they didn’t seem right for 
it, somehow. The day was cold and might soon be colder, so 
I left the gasfire on, but not at full, and put a saucer of water in 
front of it so that the room wouldn’t seem too dry when I came 
back. I couldn’t escape the feeling that something important 
was going to happen in that room before the day was done. 

Off I went, carrying my presents and walking rather slowly 
because I had plenty of time, turning into North and then South 
Sherwood Street, on my way down to the Poultry. I was in two 
moods that ought to have cancelled out, but they didn’t. 
Either they stayed on two different levels or I oscillated between 
them. With the first, I was sharply expectant and rather excited. 
After all I was on my way to what would probably be a lively 
and rich Christmas dinner, in a famous old pub, and Julie 
would be there, and anything might happen, then or afterwards. 
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Julie glittered among these hopeful thoughts like the fairy on 
top of a Christmas tree. In the second mood I felt empty and 
sad. I may have been influenced by the Christmas morning 
look of the place, the blank-faced and muffled streets, the way 
in which the town seemed to turn its back on me, after telling 
me it was at home and I was homeless. All that may explain why 
I kept feeling empty and sad. But I believe now there was some¬ 
thing else, nothing to do with the day and the place but entirely 
concerned witli this Julie affair. I believe that just before I 
really began this affair I had a foretaste of what the end would 
be. 

Fourteen of us sat down to dinner. Added to our eight were 
a Principal Boy (buxom, foity). Principal Giil (all curls and 
dimples), Fairy Queen (big, blonde, wonderful for Ricarlo), 
Demon King (oldish baritone, all eyebrows and blue chin), 
and tlie Broker’s Men, the comical Bcgby Brothers (small, any 
age, battered faces), all of course from the pantomime. My 
place at the table was between Cissie and the Fairy Queen 
sitting across from Tommy and Julie. I asked Julie where poor 
old Courtenay was, but she shook her head and frowned at me; 
I guessed that he was out of favour with Tommy. fSo was I, 
but I learnt afterwards that Julie wangled my invitation by 
telling Tommy that after all I was Nick’s nephew and that Nick 
wouldn’t come if I cov^ldn’t.) We’d already exchanged our 
presents while W'e were di inking pink gins or shciTy-and- 
bitters. Uncle Nick gave me a wonderful assortment of water¬ 
colours and brushes; Cissie had two tics for me; and Jennings 
and Johnson, in exchange for my old malt whisky, handed me a 
case with three fine pipes in it; but all I exchanged with Julie 
was a quick whisper that we’d do our piescnt-giving later. 
Then we sat down to an enormous amount of food and drink. 
The women—except Julie, who always kept her own cool style 
in public—^were at first immensely ladylike though deter¬ 
minedly winsome and eyelash-fluttering but then, as the wine 
and whisky went down and crackers were pulled and paper 
hats donned at all angles, they loosened up, read out fortunes 
and riddles from the crackers, screamed with laughter as the 
jokes of the comedians became broader and broader. Uncle 
Nick, his cigar alight and now into his second bottle of cham¬ 
pagne, wrapped three little toys from crackers in coloured paper, 
rolled the tiny parcel between his hands, then opened it to 
show us that the toys had changed into a packet of cigarettes. 
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Ricarlo, to please the Fairy Queen, juggled with a fork and a 
spoon and four unpullcd crackers. Tommy kept putting on 
different paper hats and making speeches to fit them, and he 
was very funny until he became too noisy and incoherent. 
Jennings and Johnson, finding vaguely appropriate hats, did 
an act as a Nevada Sheriff and a Red Indian. Julie and I 
laughed and clapped with the rest, but every time our glances 
met I knew that, like me, she wasn’t really there and one of 
them. Then Tommy, attempting a vast gesture, tipped his 
thair back and fell with it and had to be helped to his feet by 
Uncle Nick and Hank Jennings; but, glassy-eyed and babbling, 
he insisted upon being given another drink. By this time, 
eveiybody was leaving the table. I caught a look from Julie, 
and in the movement and confusion I slipped out unnoticed. 

Remerabeiing what Julie had said, Fd not eaten too much 
but I had druirk my share of Burgundy, and I waS fi'cling 
neither empty nor sad as I walked at a smart pace back to the 
Bentw'oods’, clutcliing my presents. I went straight up to my 
room, turned up the gasfirc, drew the curtains, and tried a few 
diflerent lighting dfeets. The Bentwoods had electric lights— 
and in 1913 a lot of people still hadn’t—and had plenty of 
them; my room had a ceiling cluster, draped in yellow silk, and 
six pink-shaded bulbs on the walls; so that it was possible to 
try various effects. I unpacked Uncle Nick’s watercolour gear 
but I felt too restless to examine it and gloat over it; and any¬ 
body wdio wants to find a touch of symbolism there may do so. 
I put on my slippers, had a wash, tried on one of the tics that 
Uissie had given me, and didn’t like it. All the time of course 
1 was wondering if and when Julie would come. The thought 
that I might wait hours and hours, all for nothing in the end, 
was unbearable. Yet if I’d suddenly had a definite message to 
say she couldn’t come, I could have borne it, I might even have 
felt relieved. If this seems iiiconsisKmt, I can’t help it; that is 
how I felt. I padded around, picked up things and put them 
down without looking at them, went out to the head of the 
stairs several times, and generally slowed time up by not trying 
to pass it in some sensible way. I kept on looking at my watch, 
of course, though there was no point in knowing whether it was 
now twenty-past four or half-past, and anyhow I told myself 
that my watch wasn’t reliable, which indeed it wasn’t. And then, 
just as I’d almost decided she couldn’t be coming, I heard the 
front door open and I rushed downstairs. 
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After we’d embraced and kissed and she began taking off 
her outdoor things, she said: ‘Did it seem ages, darling? I 
left the very first moment I could. Tommy had to be carted 
to bed not very long after you left, but then I had to make sure 
he was fast asleep. And of course I had to walk here.’ 

‘And now I can give you your present, Julie.’ And I gave her 
the brooch. 

‘But it’s lovely,’ she cried. ‘A lovely old piece.’ 

‘Spanish Eighteenth Century,’ I told her proudly. 

‘Darling, could you afford it?’ 

‘No, but I did.’ 

‘Sweet.’ She kissed me. ‘Now here’s what I got for you. 
I noticed you hadn’t one.’ It was a wrist-watch, not common 
then as they became later, duiing the war; a fine one too; 
I was delighted. Then after I’d thanked and kissed her, she 
said: ‘I hope your room’s warm. It’s bitter outside, and it’s 
rather cold down here.’ 

‘I’ve been warming my room for hours, Julie. You’ll 
see.’ 

‘I’ll do tliat now. Give me five minutes, darling, then come 
up. And bring some whisky and glasses. If you lir^en’t any 
whisky, take the Bentwoods’—Rose won’t mind. But five 
minutes, please, darling.’ 

It was exactly six-and-a-half minutes, by my new watth, 
when I tapped on the door of my room with the whisky bonk, 
out of which I’d already had a nip, and then walked in, noi 
quite knowing what to expect. She was standing there com¬ 
pletely naked. 

Something happened then that was never to happen again. 
For several moments, while she smiled and kept silent and I 
never spoke a word, I took in her beauty as I might have done 
that of a landscape or a noble picture, outside desire, without 
wanting to possess her. Nowadays we live in a world of nudes 
and semi-nudes, of tanned arms and shoulders, calves and 
thighs, so often exposed and browned that their skin seems like 
a kind of clothing; but then, when women were covered from 
top to toe, a nakedness like this was an extraordinary revela¬ 
tion, as if a living statue, pearly, opzilescent, faint’y glowing, 
had miraculously stepped out of the dark huddle of clothes. 
And Julie really was beautiful in her nakedness. Below the 
loosened dark hair and the delieate, slightly ravaged face, her 
body was full, almost opulent; the firm half-globes of her 
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breasts a surprise after those hollowed cheeks; her thighs 
magnificent above the rounded knees, very feminine and having 
a kind of touching innocence, that she was keeping pressed to¬ 
gether; and I had time even to wonder why painters could have 
offered us a sort of pinkish pulp instead of that dark triangle of 
pubic hair which gave the intricate pale rosc-and-gold model¬ 
ling of the body the final sharp accent it needed. And if all 
this seems too detached and cold-blooded for a normally sexed 
youth of twenty, seeing for the first time a mature woman who 
had just undressed herself for him, I can’t help it, for that is 
how it was, though of course this pure seeing, this detachment 
belonging to the painter in me, only lasted a few moments. 

Then she moved, and I moved faster, and we w'erc kissing 
wildly, and my clothes were coming off, and already she was 
b<‘ginning to moan. I’his very first act of love didn’t last long, 
and I chiefly remember being overwhelmed, almost terrified, 
in my fumbling inexperience, by the force and depth of her 
sexuality, which nothing I had known up to then had led me to 
expect, so tlial I didn’t feel I was having Julie Blane but had 
been suddtmly pulled into a huge strange world, or perhaps an 
ocean, of moaning and frenzied flesh, of pleasure that was also 
pain, and back into a time before names had been given or 
personality had emerged. 

We sprawled in glistening exhaustion near the fire, had some 
whisky and smoked for a while. She wanted to tell me some¬ 
thing and yet didn’t really want to talk, so what came out was 
in broken bits, which I had to piece together as best I eould, 
though I was in no mood to start doing any detective work on 
her intimate life. But I gathered that the man she had lived with, 
the one who had left her, had been a wondeiful lover, and that 
now for months, with Tommy, she had been existing in an 
atmosphere of terrible sexual frustration because Tommy could 
neither leave sex alone nor come to any terms with it, so that 
she was for ever being excited and yet denied any real satis¬ 
faction. But then she told me not to move and went padding 
out of the room. After a few minutes she. came back with a 
towel and sponge, and very carefully, tenderly, as if I were 
precious, she wiped my face and other parts of me; and then, 
slowly at first, with a touch here, a pressure there, until not only 
hands but lips and tongues went exploring, she brought me 
by intensely pleasurable degrees into yet another strange world, 
a kind of Oriental garden of deeply sexual sensuality. And then 
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on the bed we made love again, this time more slowly and for 
me altogether more consciously, so that now I no longer felt 
overwhelmed, almost terrified, but held my own with her, 
reaching the climax when she did. But even so, it was still 
curiously impersonal, anonymous, not Richard Herncastle 
lying with Julie Blanc, but a man having a woman. 

It was now more than time for her to go, as she realised 
in some alarm. She was quite ready to walk back to the hotel 
by herself but I wouldn’t have that, and I dressed quickly 
while she put on her clothes in the bsithroom, and I was ready 
long before she was. On the way bark to the Poultry, she held 
on to my arm and sometimes pressed herself close to me, but 
said very little beyond ‘Darling, it was heaven—wasn’t it?’ 
and a few other tender Darlins; remarks. Women hav" often 
eomplaincd that it was their bodies that men lo\Td, not them 
themselves, but here the situation was reversed, for I couldn’t 
help feeling that at the monunit it was the body, to which she 
was still trying to keep as close as possible, that held all her 
tender interest, and not the owner of it, me, Dick ITernrastle. 
I felt instinctively that we ought to have been talking eagerly 
about ourselves, and wo weren’t, were Ihirdly sayiit^ a word, 
and somehow I felt this was WTong. We stopped just out of sight 
of the hotel entrance, kissed briefly, then parted. 

I was br'ginning to fe/“l exliausted on my way back to the 
Bentwoods’. Once again, as in the morning, I seemr-d to be not 
in one state of mind but two, working on diflerent levels. On 
top was the usual exultation of the pri-datory young male, the 
primordial game hunter crowing to himself, for hadn’t I just 
had, twice, Julie Blanc, ready to take any risk to moan and cr^' 
and shudder with ecstasy in my arms? What about Dick 
Herncastle now? What about Tommy Beamish, who couldn’t 
begin to satisfy her, or Uncle Nick, perfunctorily making do 
with poor Cissie Mapes? Young Richard Nobody could now 
show these star men a thing or tw'o, couldn’t he? And a good 
deal more of that stuff bouncing about on that top superficial 
level. But when it stopped bouncing and glittering and 1 sank 
down to the lower level, I was not only conscious of my exhaus¬ 
tion but also of a huge vague sadness. I’d had—^in l^ncle Nick’s 
term—my ‘greens’, but down there nothing seemed to be 
green and growing. I wasn’t more myself than I’d been twelve 
hours ago; somehow, for all the crowing on top, I was less, I’d 
suddenly discovered what it was all about—no question of that 
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—^yet now that it was over, and here I was walking alone wearily 
through the Christmas night, what was it all about? 

The Bentwoods weren’t back, still laughing themselves 
sick somewhere, and I went straight up to my room, too warm, 
too close, now, and smelling not only of whisky and tobacco 
but also of sex, a kind of fishy smell, as if we had only to tumble 
and grapple with each other with sufficient energy and en¬ 
thusiasm to return to the ocean from which our remotest 
ancestors once emerged. I drew the curtains and opened a 
couple of windows and the door, until the bitter night air was 
too much for me. Then I lit a pipe and carefully and lovingly 
spread out the watercolours and brushes that Uncle Nick, in 
his unpredictable fashion, had so carefully chosen for me, and 
then gloated over them. Perhaps because I had last used paints 
and brushes in Nancy’s company, and perhaps ibr other and 
more mysterious reasons, she kept popping into my mind, 
though I tried to keep her out and actually hadn’t any clear 
image of her, only a strong idea of her as a person. Then I 
suddenly felt hungiy, took what was left of the whisky down¬ 
stairs and foraged for some food, finally eating a tongue 
sandwich and three mince-pies. I went to bed early and read 
for some time, and I had turned out my light and Wtas just 
drifting olf to sleep when I heard the Bentwoods come past my 
door, still laughing. 

Next morning, after Alfred Bentw'ood and I had washed up 
and cleared away the breakfast things and I had left him to 
check his booze and glasses (they were giving a Boxing Day 
party that night), I went up to my room and found Rose just 
finishing making the bed. She gave me a merry look. T didn’t 
want to say anything when .\lf was there,’ she said, ‘but I 
think you enjoyed yourself all right yesterday, didn’t you? 
I mean, you didn’t really mind having the house to yourself, 
did you?’ 

‘Well—not really—no,’ I replied uncertainly, not returning 
her look. 

‘And m bet you didn’t, you naughty boy! And don’t think 
I can’t tell what you were up to. When it comes to some things, 
I’m Sherlock Holmes, I am.’ 

Dodging this approach, I said: ‘Oh—Mrs Bentwood— 
Rose—took some of your whisky. I’m sorry—^but I’ll pay you 
back —* 

‘No, you won’t, my lad. It was in a good cause.* And then 
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she screamed with laughter. I had to laugh with her but I 
think I had a kind of vision—in which she was the fat shaking 
symbolic image—of an immense, bawdy and untiring female¬ 
ness. And ‘just to show there’s no ill feeling’ she said, she gave 
me a smacking wcttish kiss. 
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Up TO NOW I’ve taken it all slo\sly and carefully, week by week, 
but though I have the dates and the places in the diaiy I kept -- 
opening at Leicester on December 29lh, Birmingham on Jan¬ 
uary ^th, Bristol the 12th—now it is rather like a film that has 
slipped out of its sprockets and go<‘s racing and blurring. For 
this is more or less how it was, once I had taken Julie. I w anted 
her, as she did me, and nothing else matteied at all. I did the 
work I had to do, and I think not badly, though both Uncle 
Nick and Cissie w(Te beginning to give me some luiious looks; 
I moved into one set of digs after another, tluough^onc stage 
door after another, had an occasional drink with Jennings and 
Johnson and smiled at their endless reminiscent es, took tiams 
or walked along strange wintiy stiects, put on my make-up 
and wiped it off again; but all in a long meaningless dieam. 
Any painting was impos.siblc anyhow', of course, but I never 
even went near an art gallery, telling myself the light was not 
good enough. I existed only to make love to Julie, though in 
fact it wasn't love we w'cre making; in a real sense w’c weicn’l 
lovers at all; we w'ere fanatical conspirators and two peoph 
sharing the same fever. 

The burning question that roared above a plain of dust and 
ashes was—^how and where were we to find a place to make 
love in? That’s all I cared about, and if anything she was more 
desperate than I w'as, more determined and ingenious, and, 
considering the risk she ran, more incautious. The hasty en¬ 
counters we contrived, night after night backstage, always 
reduced to a few whispers and inflaming touches, only made us 
more desperate. At the end of the Nottingham week and tlie 
beginning of the one at Leicester, a sullen town we all hated, 
she was in no state to make love, as she frankly told me, but 
after that of course it was all much worse. On the Wednesday 
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night, New Year’s Eve, we took a chance that would have 
seemed to us sheer lunacy even a week before. She and Tommy 
were going to a party some of his Leicester pantomime fiiends 
were giving, and she delayed her changing, saying tliat she 
had a headache, until Tommy, who was always impatient to 
get to any party, went off without her. I had a little drcssing- 
loom of my own that week and I waited in there, after telling 
Uncle Nick and Cissie—and I was sharing digs again with 
them, couldn’t get out of it—that I wanted to fmibh a sketch 
I’d been doing; and then she came along as soon as she was sure 
that Tommy had gone, and I locked the door, and w'e began 
making love of a leveiish and furtive sort in that messy little 
place, and in the middle of it the fiicman, going his lounds, 
knocked at the door, and when 1 answcud him he wished me 
‘A Ild-ppy New Year’ and seemed to hang about, probably 
hoping for a tip. Tliis left us half-undiessed, incapable of en¬ 
joying each other, compelled to be sihmt, and wondeiing when 
It W'ould be safe for Julie to sneak out. Never again, we said. 

I was just in time to bolt my supper at the digs before 
I'ncle Nick, who could be suipiisingly (ctemonious on occasion, 
filled thice glasses with champagne and asked Uissie and me to 
stand up and be ready to chink a toast lo the New Year. Our 
signal would be the midnight chimes, 

‘Well, Cissie, Richaid —heie’s to Ninetecn-fomteen, and 
niav it biing us at least half what we want.’ Cissie, ready to 
(ly, ki^sed him. I shook liis hand. There were vague sounds 
of levflry outside; even L'lccslti could celebrate the atiival 
of 1914. 

‘Nick, why shouldn’t we ask for eveiything we w'anti” 
Cissie w^as quite serious. 

‘Unreasonable,’ Uncle Nick told lici, not altogether face¬ 
tiously. ‘Ask too much and you might not get a dam’ thing, 
girl.’ 

‘I didn’t know' you w’cre supcrstitio.i''.’ This was from me. 

He was lighting a cigar. ‘I’m not.’ After a puff 01 two: 
‘But it pays to be reasonable—even when you’re moving into 
an area where you can’t make a plan and it’s all unpredictable. 
Now you two get off to bed—and I don’t mean the same bed— 
because I want to start the New Year by having a smoke over 
that two-dwarf illusion.’ 

On the landing above, Cissie suddenly stopped and gave me 
a kiss. ‘Happy New Year, Dick!’ Then she looked at me with 
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narrowed eyes and spoke in a whisper. ‘I know what you’ve 
been doing. I can smell her perfume. And he knows there’s 
something going on, though I shan’t tell him, even if he asks me. 
But you’re a very silly boy, Dick. We’ve all warned you.’ 

They had too, of course; but then it had been too early for 
warnings; now it was too late. We managed better in Birming¬ 
ham, where Julie knew a woman who was manageress of a 
shop, and we spent two afternoons, all she dared to snatch 
from Tommy, in this woman’s back bedroom, making wild 
love. For Bristol I got an address from Ricarlo, who had stayed 
there before, and while he kept the landlady talking and laugh¬ 
ing in the kitchen on Tuesday afternoon, I was able to smuggle 
Julie in and out of my room; and Friday afternoon was easier 
still, for Ricarlo took the landlady to the cinema. And around 
these events Bristol itself was just a city in a huge vague dream. 

If I had been free of this fever and we had not been in the 
dead of winter, I might have enjoyed Bristol, with its ships 
in the centre of the city, their masts showing above shops and 
trams, and without this obsession and in more friendly weather, 
I could have done some good sketching there. But what with 
trying to satisfy our appetite for each other, then letting it 
grow in the imagination, then wondering where we could go 
next and exchanging hasty whispers backstage about new plots 
and plans, we became more and more like feverish fanatical 
conspirators, wdth all zest gone for ordinary living, through 
which I passed—and here I can’t speak for Julie—like a sort 
of zombie. 

But then a talk with Uncle Nick suddenly brightened and 
sharpened the whole dim picture of our touring life. I’d 
joined him in his diessing-room between the houses on Saturday 
night at Bristol. T don’t know what’s happening to you, lad,’ 
he began, with more severity in his eyes than in his voice. 
‘But half the time you look as if you’d found tuppence and lost 
a shilling. What is it?’ 

‘It’s the w'inter, 1 think, uncle—the dark days, not being 
able to look at things, to take out my sketchbook—having that 
wonderful watercolour set you gave me and not being able to 
use it.’ 

This satisfied him. Though he had no interest in painting 
himself, he always treated my ambition writh respect, possibly 
because he associated it with his devotion to his own art of 
elaborate deception, for he saw this as an art and not just 
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something that enabled him to earn a good living. *I was on 
the telephone this morning to Joe Bosenby—^you remember 
him—^my agent—^you didn’t like him.’ 

‘No, I didn’t, though I’d no idea you knew I didn’t.’ 

‘ I notice things, lad. Matter of fart, I don’t like him myself, 
and he doesn’t like me, though you’d never guess it to hear us 
talking. Anyhow, Joe’s got everything lined up again. And this 
is how it goes. We play Plymouth next week, Devonport really, 
but it sounds better if you call it Plymouth. Then, Portsmouth 
and Southsea. Bad dates, both of ’em, in my opinion—too 
many sailors, half-pissed. But there it is. Then we have a week 
out—February 2nd.’ 

‘You mean we’re not playing anyw’here?’ I didn’t know 
whether to be glad or sorry. Tommy might take Julie away with 
him, though of course if he didn’t then \vc could have the week 
to ourselves. But what about money? 

It was as if I’d a‘‘ked (he question aloud. ‘If you’re worried 
about money, lad, you needn’t be. I’ll pay you for that week 
out, and then the next eight w'ceks, w’hen we’ll bt* in London 
playing the suburban Empires, I’ll raise you to seven-pound 
ten, because it’ll cost you more to live in London.’ 

‘Thanks, Uncle Nick. 1 can sec it might, though I don’t 
know anything about London—’ 

‘You can find out during that week out. Get yourself fixed 
up somewhere for the next eight weeks. You change halls 
but not digs in London. I always stay at the same place in 
Biixton—old friends of mine. He’s a ictired illusionist, Dutch¬ 
man—name of Van Daman, married to a Freni hwoman, 
topnotch cook—best digs in England for me. Cissie’s going home 
(or the week out, then sta>dng there, il she c an stick it, while 
we’re in London. I'm going over to Paris during the week out. 
'Fherc’s a French illusionist I want to see and might do some 
business w'ith. Anything else I can tell you, lad?’ 

‘Just one thing, uncle. Arc w’c all still on the same bill 
in London?’ 

‘Oh—no. Tommy Beamish doesn’t w'ant me on the bill, 
and I don’t want him. I stay bottom of the bill, and we’ll have 
various stars at the top. I’ve told Joe to try to book Jennings 
and Johnson with us again. Ricarlo’s going home for two or 
three months, Joe said we might have the Ciolmars still with 
us, and I told him I didn’t care one way or the other. You 
haven’t been rogering little Nonie Colmar, have you, lad?’ 
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‘No, and I doubt if anybody else has. I think she’s just a 
teaser, though it’s all the same to me whether she is or not. 
She’s not my sort.’ 

‘Who is your sort?’ He sounded casual, but he gave me a 
sharp look. 

‘I don’t know yet.’ And to keep him off the subject, I went 
on hurriedly: ‘W’here are all these Empires in London? Are 
there enough to keep us there eight weeks? ’ 

‘Yes, and a lot more. Holbom, Kilburn, Stratford, Hackney, 
Finsbury Park, Wood Green, Chi[swick, Shepherd’s Bush,’ 
he rattled off. ‘That’s eight for a start—all Empires. And 
there’s a few more Empires, to say nothing of Hippodromes 
and Palaces and whatnot, mostly in the circuit. London's a 
big place, lad, and needs a lot of entertainment. They’re good 
audiences too, most of ’em, especially north of the river. 
You’ll like this London suburban season, Richard. I know I 
always do.’ 

I said that I thought I would too, and meant it. But then I 
began wondering and worrying about how and where I could 
talk the news over with Julie, during the second house. A\’e were 
having to be more and more careful because, she saW, I’onimy 
was now giving her some odd looks and seemed suspicious. 
And of course we still hadn’t decided what wc could do, next 
week, in Devonport or Plymouth. One thing I’d decided, 
though, Julie or no Julie, was that I had to see Miss Nancy 
Ellis, now' playing in pantomime at the Theatre Royal, Ply¬ 
mouth. 


7 

Any idea i’d had about a fancy Plymoixth-Hoe style of 
living, that week, vanished soon after we arrived on Sunday, 
together with a lot of big soft snowflakes. Good digs, it seemed, 
were hard to find, and what I got was a dreary little room in a 
dreary litdc house in a dreary little side-street in Devonport, 
not far from the barracks. The house belonged to a retired petty 
officer whose wife looked as if she’d been a petty officer too: a 
severe elderly couple who in five minutes, over cups of cocoa, 
convinced me that I’d as much chance of smuggling Julie 
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in and out of my room as I would have a giraffe. I told Julie 
this. Having got through a damp and bad-tempered band call, 
we were sitting in the Snug of the usual pub-just-round-thc- 
comer—and very snug it was too, a small corner room with 
the firelight picking out some old copper utensils and enriching 
the dark polished wood, while the big fairy-tale snowflakes we 
could just see through the window might be falling in some other 
place, some other time. Julie was drinking whisky and I W'ls 
trying a hot rum toddy. And at first we had this Snug to our¬ 
selves. 

‘That’s no use then, darling,’ said Julie. ‘And I’m no good. 
We're staying down at the Grand. Tommy likes to do himself 
proud when he’s playing a date he doesn’t like. When he’s 
anywhere north of Birmingham he feels quite different—at 
home.’ 

‘What about London? You’re playing all those suburban 
Empires, aren’t you? ’ 

‘Yes, darling—thank God! And he doesn’t like them either. 
But he has some London digs he raves about—and this is what 
I’ve been longing to tell you, Dick darling—^hc thinks he’d be 
better there alone, an idea I’ve been trying to put into his head 
for the last week.’ 

‘ Perhaps he has a woman there,’ I suggested hopefully. 

‘He can have ten women there, for all I care. Just so long 
as I’m let ofi' the chain. And I’ve already written to several 
friends to see if anybody will let me rent a nice furnished flat 
for a couple of months. Dai ling, kiss me before somebody comes 
in.’ 

I did, and that was more than another hot rum toddy. But 
I also had another one and brought Julie another large whisky. 
‘Thank you, Richard my duck. If we had a bearskin or two and 
plenty of cushions. I’d like to spend the whole day and most of 
the night just here.’ She smiled slowly, her eyes like lamps. 
She looked beautiful and I told her so. 

‘ I suppose you’ve remembered that little Nancy Ellis is here 
at the Theatre Royal?’ She gave me a look out of the corner of 
her eyes. ‘Are you going to see her?* 

‘Yes, Julie, I am,’ I said firmly. ‘On stage and, I hope, 
off.’ 

‘ Well, don’t sound so aggressive about it, darling. Remem¬ 
ber, I talked to you seriously about her, before we began. I 
didn’t want you or anybody else to think I’d taken you away 
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from a girl half my age if you were serious about her. You said 
there was nothing in it, remember? So why set yom jaw and 
announce you’re going to see her—on and off the stage? 
There’s no reason why you shouldn’t, but please tell me why, 
darling.’ 

‘To be honest, Julie, I don’t know. Curiosity probably. 
It won’t make any difference to us. I shan’t stop thinking about 
you all the time, wanting you.’ 

‘I wonder.’ She gave me a speculative look. ‘What are you 
proposing to do?’ 

‘I thought I’d leave a note at the theatre for her this after¬ 
noon, then go to the matinee tomorrow. They don’t have one 
today.’ 

‘Tommy says we’re going to the Wednesday matinde. This 
will be the fourth pantomime we’ve seen —I could scream with 
boredom—but I can’t keep Tommy away and he insists upon 
my going too, so that he can explain to me exactly why the 
comedians are so bad, which God knows they arc. But if you’re 
there tomorrow afternoon, and I’m there on Wednesday, what 
happens to us, even if little Nancy’s pretty legs don’t bewitch 
you all over again? Though you like mine too, don’t*you?’ 

I said I did, that I was half-barmy about them and her, as 
she knew very well, but also admitted that I didn’t know what 
we could do, this week. 

‘Darling, I adore you. Well now—let’s think. Oh—damn!’ 
She muttered tliis because we no longer had the urom to our¬ 
selves. ‘Finish your drink and let’s go. I’ll explain outside.’ 

Among the snowflakes, but warmed by desire and hot rurii, I 
agreed we might take the risk of going up to her dressing-room, 
with me letting her go ahead and not approaching her door until 
the corridor was clear. It worked, and within a minute of 
locking the door we were making too muffled and hasty but not 
unsatisfying love. More room and leisure, firelight and a bed, 
would have been better of course, but the very impudence and 
then the savage intensity of the act gave it a kind of edge. 

The pantomime next afternoon was boring except when 
Nancy was on the stage. In her page’s costume she looked more 
entrancing than ever. And she seemed gayer than ever in a 
special way, half a girl—and the one I remembered—and half 
a cheeky boy. I watched and listened to her—and I was sitting 
in a front stall—^with feelings so confused that I can’t begin to 
disentangle them in order to describe them. It was the same 
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when she came down to meet me, with a long coat over her 
finale costume and still made-up. Other people were milling 
around in the small space near the stage door where we met, 

‘Dick, I’m so glad.’ She was rather out of breath. ‘After 
that silly quanel I was hoping you’d write to me—or at least 
send me a wire for Christmas or New Year. I would have done 
only I stupidly didn’t know where you were. Did you enjoy 
our panto? ’ 

‘Not much. Except you, of course, Nancy. You were worth 
all the rest put together.’ 

She did her familiar scowl. ‘I hoped you wouldn’t say that, 
Dick. You know I hate it. Besides, it isn’t true.’ 

‘Yes it is. But don’t let’s start quarclling again, Nancy. 
Can’t you change and come out so that we can talk somewhere?’ 

‘I’d love to, but I can’t today, Dick. One of the ghls is giving 
a special tea paity, and I promised to be there. In fact I’ll 
have to go up in a minute.’ 

‘Tomorrow then, please, Nancy.’ 

‘All right. But I'm not fiec for lunch, so it’ll have to be after 
the matinde. I’ll change as quickly as I can because neither of 
us’ll have much time. Look—I’ll meet you at the Grand— 
what's the mattei?’ 

‘Nothing, Nancy. Go on. The Grand? They can give us tea, 
can they? All right—what time?’ 

‘About twenty-past five. And now I really must go. But 
Dick— oh, I’m sorry.’ This was to a cou])lc of stage hands who 
were tiying to get past. 

‘Don’t you worry about us. Miss Ellis,’ said one of them, 
giving her a friendly grin. She was obviously popular with 
the stage staff. 

‘What were you going to say, Nancy?’ 

‘Oh—nothing really. Something silly, and I really must go. 
Just that—^y'ou seem different somehow. Are you different? 
No, tell me tomorrow.’ And she hurrir d away. 

A few minutes after five, on Wednesday afternoon, I was 
already hanging about the lounge of the Grand. At half-past, 
after what seemed several hours, I had taken a table and, to 
save the time that was running out. I had ordered tea, scones 
and cakes for two. By six o’clock I had mechanically drunk 
three cups of tea and consumed more than my fair share of 
scones and cakes, and of course I knew by then she wasn’t 
coming. Then, looking across towards tire head porter’s desk, 
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I saw Julie going from the stairs to post some letters at the desk. 
She didn’t go back upstairs, but came nearer the lounge, 
looked around, and then spotted me. 

‘But, darling, have you been eating a huge tea all by your¬ 
self? In the middle of all these naval officers’ wives too.’ 

‘I’ve been waiting for Nancy Ellis. She never turned up.’ 

‘Oh—^but what a shame!’ She hadn’t sat down. I felt she 
wasn’t really with me, mocking somewhere outside. ‘I thought 
the pantomime was awful, but she was rather sweet. What 
happens now, then? Another quarreP’ 

‘I’ll go round and see her tonight. Wait at the stage door 
if necessary.’ 

‘Dick,’ she began softly, leaning forward a little. And now 
I knew she really was with me again, not playing a society 
woman behind a glass wall. ‘Dick dear, I don’t think I’d do 
that.’ 

‘Why not?’ 

‘Well—^lots of reasons. If she couldn’t help it, and you meet 
her with that look on your face, you’ll quarrel again. If she 
didn’t turn up because she doesn’t care, the last thing you 
ought to do is to hang around tonight waiting for her. No- 
listen please, darling. Tliis is far more important. If you’ve 
any message for me in the morning, leave a note for me at the 
stage door. I’ll be calling* there just before lunch to see if there 
are any letters for Tommy and me. Just a short iiinoceiit note, 
darling.’ 

I changed quickly after we’d done our second show, making 
too much haste for the stagedoor keeper at the Theatre Royal 
told me I needn’t expect them to be coming out for a good half 
hour. So I had a beer I didn’t want in a neighbouring pub, 
kept looking at my new wrist-watch, and even then was back 
there ten minutes too early, even for the first comers. Two- 
thirds of the company must have made their way out before 
I caught sight of Susie Hodson and Bob, with Nancy a few 
paces behind them. As I didn’t want to get involved with Susie 
and Bob I turned away as they passed me, then whipped round, 
plain in Nancy’s sight and hearing, and cried her name eagerly. 
And once again—^it was like the repetition of a horrible pattern 
—she took a stone face hurriedly past me, catching up with 
Susie and Bob as if to prevent any further appeal from me. I 
didn’t try one. I was very angry, and, later, when I was pushing 
pieces of baked cod round my plate and pretending to listen 
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to retired-petty-ofiicer reminiscences of North China, I was 
very miserable. I realised that I’d been expecting something 
from Nancy—nothing to do with sex; that was all Julie—and 
whatever it was, now that it turned out to be nothing, I felt 
a leaden figure of misery. 

Next morning I walked across a dingy and slushy Devonport 
to leave a note at the stage door, informing Miss Blane that I 
would be looking over some of our equipment backstage round 
about three o’clock that afternoon. And so I was when she 
called out ‘Hello, Dick!’ and then vanished. Ten minutes later 
I was locking the door of her dressing-room behind me, and she 
was already half-undressed. We didn’t speak; we hardly looked 
at each other; we made love like famished soldiers eating roast 
meat and pudding; but when it was over and we suddenly 
discovered we were cold and we sipped some of her whisky, 
she took my face in her hands, kissed me gently, and wliispered: 
‘You’re such a dear sweet boy, Dick. And I’m sorry. I'm sorry.’ 

‘ Soi ry about what, Julie? ’ 

But she closed her eyes, shook her head, and only said I 
ought to be going and must be careful. But there was nobody 
about at that time, of course; the place, so different from what 
it was at night, was empty. Ck>ld and melancholy and empty. 

The only thing I did, outside routine, on our last night in 
Dcvoiipoit was to write, between our two shows, a letter to 
Nancy. After tearing up several long and pompous epistles, 
and when time was running out, I contrived at last to be brief: 
Deal Nancy, I thought and hoped once we wen going to be friends, 
especially after that wonderful day we had on the moors. But you did 
not keep our engagement for tea at the Grand. Then you walked past 
me without speaking. Why? Write to me, please. I shall be in Ports- 
mouth next week, then in London for the next nine weeks, and though 
I have no London address you could write to me care of Joe Bosenby 
who is your agent as well as ours. And I said I was hers very sin¬ 
cerely. I felt I had to send this letter to Nanev, though I couldn’t 
have told anybody, couldn’t even tell myself, but this feeling 
wouldn’t leave me alone until, late on Saturday, I dropped the 
letter into the box. 

That week in Portsmouth was really a long wait for Saturday 
night when it would end. Julie and I met several times to talk, 
almost entirely about what would happen in London, and al¬ 
though anything but satiated and tired of each other, we never 
made love once, if only because I began the week with a cold 
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and Julie ended it with troubles of her own. Ricarlo, mad to get 
home now, gave a lunch party on the Saturday for ten of us, 
and 1 was able to sit next to Julie because Tommy Beamish 
wasn’t there as he’d had to go up to London, to Ricarlo’s relief 
as well as mine. And it was through Ricarlo that 1 had already 
found a flat in London. A friend of his lived in a block of flats— 
King Edward’s Mansions, Walham Green—largely occupied 
by variety artistes, who wanted something comparatively 
cheap (and Walham Green was anything but a fashionable 
neighbourhood) because they were so often away on tour. 
What I got through Ricarlo’s friend was a third-floor furnished 
flat—two rooms, kitchen and bath—for thirty-five shillings a 
week. It belonged to a couple called Simpson, who had just 
gone on tour in an act known as Molly Rajferty and Mike. 
Julie, who had of course a lot of theatrical fiiends in London, 
was taking over from one of them, also on tour, what she said 
was a delicious little flat in Shepherd Market, Mayfair. How 
often Tommy would be there, she didn’t know, but she said 
she was hoping to ease him out of her bedroom while still 
keeping the part—and the money she'd need more than ever 
now she was to be working in l.ondon. Just becaiAc she had 
so many friends there, I thought perhaps she would show signs 
of losing interest in me, a rather raw youth even if I had, as 
she told me, proved myself to be a good lover; but I had to 
admit to myself I saw none of these signs, and if anything she 
was even more eager than 1 w’as to talk about what we coitld do 
in London. And with Unde Nirk thinkirrg about Paris, Cissie 
and Ricarlo bound for thcii homes, Jennings and Johnson 
about to join some Americans they knew in London, Julie 
and I with our I.ondon plans, Portsmouth and Southsea hardly 
existed for us: we gave them our acts, perhaps a little perfunc¬ 
torily, and then almost forgot they were there. Meanwhile, 
Uncle Nick had given me a list of our suburban London dates: 
we opened on February gth at what he said was one of the best 
of them, Finsbury Park Empire; i 6 th at Haekney Empire; 
23 rd at Wood Green Empire, and so forth; and I used to stare 
at this list of strange-sounding Empires, wondering what this 
vast London so prolific in Empires had in waiting for me. 


166 



8 


Though it was only early February, Tommy Beamish was 
spending his week out down iii Brighton with some of his pub¬ 
keeping and race-going chums and hadn’t insisted upon Julie 
going with him, so she and I had that week to ourselves, day 
and night, without having to worry about him. This brought 
us closer together—as two persons, I mean, and not just as 
male and female in rut—than I would have thought possible 
a week or two earlier, when we simply snatched at sex together 
and left it at that. Of course I w'asn’t really the man for her 
but just a vague young substitute for the man who had left hei; 
and she wasn’t the woman for me, except—and it was now 
an exception that burned in my blood—in or around the 
sexual act; but now, especially after we’d made love and our 
bodies w’ere at vase and seemed to feel a calm tenderness each 
for the other, we’d time to talk, to explain ourselves, to argue 
and denounce and accept, we couldn’t help coming closer 
together as persons. We weren’t in love but we were friends 
within our mutual st*xual obsession. It is true that there were 
times when, sexually exhausted, she would be bitterly ironical 
because I wasn’t the man she still needed, the one she could 
have made a life with, and when I, suddenly feeling empty and 
sad, couldn't even pretend to bo the tender companion and 
obviously went a long way from her in my mind. But even so, 
w c were closer, tw'O persons together. 

The February weather didn’t help and we had to waste good 
time going underground or in misty-windowed buses and trams. 
Julie, extravagant like most actresses, was always wanting to 
take taxis, but mostly, in what she called my Save thi brass 
mood, I wouldn’t have it. But she enjoyed showing me London, 
even if she was rather a vague guide. However, she didn’t 
want to spend much time in museums and galleries, and I 
didn’t want to be always going to the theatre, matinees and all. 
Feeling a raw provincial youth here in London, 1 thought at 
first she would tiy to keep me away from her friends, but to my 
surprise—though it was after she made me buy another suit, 
ready-made but quite smart—she insisted upon my meeting 
them and took me to several theatrical lunch and supper 
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parties (this was during the first two or three weeks, not during 
the very first one), until I protested. The truth was, as I told 
her firankly, I didn’t like most of the people 1 met at these 
parties. Some of the very old actresses and some of the very 
young ones were all right, but the rest, especially the better- 
known actors, seemed to me the hollowcst, pasted-togcther, 
false-faced creatures I’d ever met, and I’d nothing to say to 
them and didn’t want to listen to them. This ought to have 
annoyed Julie but somehow it didn’t, and perhaps she was 
secretly relieved when she could go alone without feeling 
she was leaving me out. And I wasn’t jealous; we were making 
love too often in that Shepherd Market flat of hers. 

Certainly during that first week I spent more time there 
than I did in my own place. Her flat was on the second floor, 
up a narrow wooden staircase, above a comer shop; and it 
was very pink and beige and knick-knackery and feminine, full 
of photographs inscribed For Darling Eva, but very comfortable, 
handy yet hidden away, just the place for us that Julie must have 
been dreaming about for weeks. Even when we started working 
again, Julie at one distant Empire, I at another, I was still 
there a lot, either in the afternoons or late at night,*somctimes 
all night. It w'as trickier now, of course, when she was working 
with Tommy again, because there w^ere nights when he in¬ 
sisted upon taking her ojit to supper and then going back to the 
flat with her. If she knew definitely she would be free, she used 
to telephone from her Empire to mine, leaving a guarded 
message for me with the stage-door keeper. I never knew 
exactly what went on between her and Tommy—she didn’t 
w'ant to tell me and I didn’t want to know—but I guessed from 
various remarks of hers that ever since she and I had been 
lovers it had been harder and harder for her to pretend any 
sexual interest in him, to put up with whatever she had to put 
with, and that he was becoming suspicious, sometimes sulkily 
ignoring her for several nights on end and then suddenly 
demanding her company and being what she merely called 
‘tiresome’. And from the look in her eyes when she said that, 
once or twice accompanied by a shiver she wasn’t even con¬ 
scious of, I didn’t think tiresome was the right word. And after 
one Saturday night he spent with her—^it was our third Satur¬ 
day in London—I found on Sunday that she had big bruise- 
marks on both upper arms that she tried to hide but couldn’t, 
and she then said she’d fallen on the stairs, and I refused to say 
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I didn’t believe her because she knew I didn’t. The Tommy 
situation was uneasy, but after the maddening frustrations on 
tour, now able to enjoy each other without snatching in a kind 
of fever, we tried to forget it. 

My Walham Green flat I never really saw at first as a place 
to live in. It wasn’t very roomy; it was downright ugly; and 
nearly everything seemed to be broken or badly mended, as if 
the Simpsons, perhaps turning after some drink into Molly 
Rafferty and Mike at home, had thrown things at each other. 
A tiny old ^voman, who looked like a defeated witch but on 
better acquaintance proved to be quite a cheerful character, 
crept in on certain mornings and gave a kind of performance 
of cleaning, like an actress at the beginning of play, and, 
after telling me that she didn’t know what I’d do without her, 
left the place more or less as she found it. There was no telephone 
in the flat—and if there had been, the Simpsons in their 
Rafferty mood would have broken it —but there was one along 
the landing; and I ^vas on good terms with the porter down¬ 
stairs, who would always take a message for me. And usually 
I \\«is out. That flat would ha\T diiven anybody out. Whatever 
the opposite of a home is, that’s what that flat was. 

I haven’t set eyes on Walham Gieen for about forty years 
and I don’t know what it’s like now, but in 1914 it had a tharac- 
ter of its own, being quite diflerent torn its neighbours, Chelsea, 
J'ulham, West Kensington. It was slatternly and down-at- 
heel but cheerful, ready for anything except dull gentility. 
It w'as a western outpost of the old Cockneydom. After the 
Stamford Bridge football ground and the Granville (not in 
the class of our Empires; Unci* Nick wouldn’t have looked at 
it), ^^^alham Green broke out mto stalls and barrows, and on 
fine mornings fat women stood at pub doors drinking porter. 
It had more newsboys than any other place I have ever lived 
in. Along the Fulham Road, on the Chelsea side, were some 
vaguely foreign little restaurants w'heie you could get five 
courses of grease, all diflerent, for eighteen pence. King 
Edward’s Mansions towered at the corner, where the Fulham 
Road took a bend and the buses swept on towards Parsons 
Green and the Bishop’s Palace; and we Mansions dwcllerswerc 
the aristocrats round there, whether we were one of Ganga 
Dun’s assistants or Molly Rafferty and Mike, but the common 
people didn’t regard us—or indeed anybody else—with awe, 
neglected to wear collars or corsets, drank ale, porter, stout, 
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at all hours of the day, while the men brooded over Chelsea 
football club and racing specials and the women discussed 
pregnancy and female ailments. 

From there I set off every Monday morning, often by bus if 
I could manage it, to one of our distant Empires, often passing 
through miles of meaningless streets that seemed to me the 
chief horror of London. Monday was usually a long boring day 
because after the band call and making sure we were all ready 
for the evening performance, it rarely seemed worth while 
going back to Walham Green or trying the West End, so if it 
wasn't raining hard I’d pass the afternoon exploring these 
featureless suburbs and having a beer or two—^the pubs being 
open then, before so many of us fought our great battles for free¬ 
dom. And though, in those early weeks, I might be thinking too 
often about Julie and what we might get up to next, T did try 
to do my best for the act, feeling that Uncle Nick, with my 
humble assistance, was lighting up for twenty minutes the lives 
of all those people trapped in these suburbs. His Indian Temple 
atmosphere might be cheap and silly, his clear hard brain 
might be devoted only to deceiving them, but he did bring them 
wonder and perhaps a moment or two of wild jo^ when the 
impossible, the miraculous, seemed to happen. 

After three or four weeks I seemed almost fixed in a routine 
of suburban journeys and performances, a rather guarded, off¬ 
hand but not unfriendly relation with Uncle Nick (who was 
still working on his two-dwarf illusion) and Cissie, occasional 
mornings and afternoons looking round art galleries but never 
attempting any painting, hardly a sketch, and receiving 
telephone messages from Julie in her distant Empire and 
spending lolling afternoons and sometimes whole nights at the 
Shepherd Market flat, where we might talk now but still met 
really to make love. As I was soon to discover afterwards, it 
was this intensely sensual, sexually obsessive affair with Julie 
that was central and dominating, taking away rather than 
adding colour and tone to the London scene, so that I moved 
through it half in a dream. And then the roof of my new little 
W’orld fell in on me. I have the exact date: it w^as Sunday, the 
First of March. 

About ten in the evening we were in the bedroom of the 
Shepherd Market flat, pinky and satiny w’ithout a harsh sur¬ 
face or tone in it, a lovers’ nest. Julie had already undressed and 
was lying on the bed looking at me with half-closed eyes. I 
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was undressing but had stopped for a moment to admire and 
wonder at the great curve of her thigh, returning for the first 
time since that Christmas afternoon in Nottingham and, 
though I didn’t know it, for the last time in this world, to that 
purely aesthetic joy in her form and colour. And I was trying 
to tell her what I felt and something I said made her laugh, 
and that must have been why neither of us heard anybody 
entering the flat, though no doubt they came in very quietly 
and carefully after finding the outer door unlocked. Then 
they burst into the bedroom, tw'o of them, without hats and 
overcoats, as if they’d just left a waiting car. The first was 
Tommy Beamish, white and hot-eyed with drink and fury. 
The othei I could only see as a big wide man. 

‘No, Tommy, no,’Julie screamed, turning away. 

There was a swishing sound from the cane Tommy was 
carrying. Then h<. was shouting, ‘Now' you ranty cheating bitch, 
I’ve caught you.’ And she screamed again, harder now, as 
the canc slashed across hei back. 

I jumped foi waid to stop him but the big w'ide man stood in 
my way. I tiied to push Iiini aside but couldn t move him, so I 
used my fists. Then it was as if the room had hit me, and as 
I went icchug back, with blood in my mouth, I knew I hadn’t 
a hope with this ch.ip. But 1 could heai Julie stnviming and I 
was wild with angtr, and 1 tiicd again, and tins time he really 
set about me and 1 felt I hadn’t a face lift as I went back, hit 
the wall, and slitheied to the floor. 

‘For Christ’s sake. Tommy,’ I heaid the man say, a long way 
off, ‘that’s enough. This wasn’t in the bargain.’ 

‘Look, I’ve stopped, Ted.’ T could just open one eye and 
could see Tommy, standing theie, shaking and slaveiing. ‘So— 
shut up, shut up— don’t bother me. I’m enjoying myself. Oh 
—it’s lovely.’ 

If either of them said anything else foi a minute or two, I 
missed it, for I began retching. Then I heard the big man say: 
‘Let’s get out of this, Tommy. 1 don’t like it.’ Then he must have 
turned to me. ‘You had a good tiy, me laddie. But you don’t 
have the weight and you leave yourself wide open. Come on, 
Tommy.’ 

Then, above Julie’s sobbing, I heard Tommy shouting at 
her. ‘Now I’ll tell you what I’ve been doing all this last week 
while you’ve been bouncing on your back here. I’ve been 
rehearsing somebody else in your part, and she opens tomorrow 
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and you’re out on your bare bleeding arse, Miss Blane. Ta-ta.’ 
As he passed me, still crumpled on the floor, he flicked at my 
face with his cane: ‘And look what you rogered yourself into, 
Herncasde—^half a round with an ex-heavyweight—’ 

‘Turn it up. Tommy,’ the fighter cut in savagely. ‘We’re 
going.’ And they went, banging doors behind them. And time 
seemed almost to stop. 

I had to attend to myself first, otherwise I’d have bled over 
everything. I raised myself slowly and shakily, tottered along 
to the bathroom, and sponged my faee as if it were a sick baby. 
I rinsed the blood and bile out of niy mouth but still felt sick. 
When I was no longer bleeding, I went back with the sponge 
and a clean towel, feeling almost as helpless as I’d felt against 
the bruiser. Julie was lying on her face, still sobbing, and across 
her back were several red weals. 

‘I don’t know what I ought to do to your back, Julie,’ I 
began, rather thickly because my mouth still wasn’t right. 

‘Go away, go away, go away.’ She didn't turn and raise 
her head, so it was all muflled, but she was certainly telling me 
to go away. 

‘I can’t go away and leave you like this, Julie/»I'd better 
sponge them fiist and then see if I can find any ointnienl or 
something— ’ 

‘ No. Go away.’ 

There didn’t seem any reply to this, so I just tvaited. 

Now she turned her face towards me. It wasn’t as bad as 
mine but it was all swollen and strange, so that she looked like 
somebody I didn’t know. ‘All right then. I don’t know about 
ointment—^look. But give me a drink first—a strong one.’ 

After she’d gulped down the half-tumbler of neat whisky, 
she asked for another, and then I left her with it to look for 
some sort of ointment. I gave her some water after the second 
lot of whisky and now she was hazy and hardly knew what 
either of us was saying while I attended to the weals on her back. 
‘Why did you let him do that to me?’ was one question she 
asked. 

‘You weren’t looking the right way, Julie,’ I told her. 
‘He’d brought a big bruiser along with him, and he knocked 
hell out of me when I tried to interfere. Look at me—no, 
don’t.’ 

‘Tommy’s mad,’ she said a little later. ‘I ought to have 
known that all along—the things he did and wanted to do. 
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He’ll end up in a lunatic asylum. You’ll sec. How did he 
know we were here tonight? Has he been having us watched.^’ 

‘ I dare say. Or he just took a chance. But don’t tliink he 
was simply punishing you. He was enjoying himself. He said so. 
'I’his was his excuse. And even his bruiser pal was disgusted.’ 

‘lie’s thrown me out, hasn’t he? Didn’t he say he had? And 
I can’t stop him. I’d a contiact covering the tour, but not foi 
these London dates.’ 

'But you couldn’t have appe.aied with him ag.iin, Julie.’ 

'I know, I know'. But now I’m in London again with no 
woik.’ She began crying. I tried to comfort het but she told nu 
not to touch her, now she didn’t want anybody touching Ini. 
However, I helped her into a nightdicss and then into bed. Ml 
she wanted now was to he hit alone and to go to '■k»p -she’d 
been diowsy for the last ten minutes, ahci all thtt wLiskv - 
but she begged mt to lock hti in safely. 1 said I would «lc< ih it 
by locking the dooi fiom the outside and then putting the key 
thiough the letteibox. She w.is last a''kep bifou 1 kft, turned 
aw.iy from me, just a lot of d.iik h.air on a pillow. I still f« It 
r.ithei sick; my back hint where it had hit the w .ill, and I knew 
I must be showing a red ruin of a faee, even with my hat pulkel 
well down over it. Arid I was, because a man on tiu* 14 bus 
asked me wh.it had happened to it, aiiel I told mm I’d been 
boxing. But all this doe sn’t mean I was thinking about mvse If 
.ind not about Julie. I felt more than my oivn sick feeling when 
I thought about her; I was mc k at beai t. 

I here was a telephone in the bediooin at the bhcphcid 
Market flat, but I didn’t ring her there on Mond.iv morning, 
before I went off to the Chiswi k Lmpire, be e lusc 1 thought 
she might be still asleep. But aftc. the band call I lang her fiom 
the stage dooi, asked her how she felt and sard I was fi ce now (o 
go along, but she told me she’d rather I didn’t and that she 
was more or less staying in bed. Then when I suggested the 
next day, Tuesday, she said rather va'iuely she didn’t think 
that would be any good either, did fin.illy we settled that I 
should go to the flat on Wednesday afternoon, at about two 
o’clock. It wasn’t a bad day, so after a drink and a couple of 
sandwiches in a pub, I wandered down to the river—it had a 
wonderful mixed effect of mist and sparkle—and hung around 
Chiswick and Hammersmith Malls, wishing I had my sketch¬ 
book with mc. But even so, though I was using my eyes, I 
felt as miserable as hell. 
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That night—and at a full second house too—I all but mis¬ 
timed the Vanishing Cyclist effect and we only just made it, 
and Uncle Nick was furious when we came off. ‘I want to 
talk to you, lad.’ 

‘I’m sorry. Uncle Nick. It’s the first time—’ 

‘Not now,’ he interrupted savagely. ‘Let’s get this make-up 
off. We can’t talk to each other properly looking like a couple 
of bloody Indians. So—as soon as you’ve changed—^in my 
dressing-room.’ 

So later, in there, I began again: ‘I’m sorry, Uncle Nick. 
I know it was all my fault, nobody rise’s. It won’t occur again, 
I promise. But—^something happened,’ 

‘And something else’ll happen if you do that again, lad,’ 
he growled. But then he really looked at me. ‘Here—what 
have you been doing with yourself? Look at your face,’ 

‘ I had a fight, uncle.’ 

‘I can see that, lad. Aren’t you big enough to take care of 
yourself? ’ 

‘Not against a heavy-weight bruiser, I'm not. Hadn’t a 
chance.’ 

‘No doubt. But how the hell did you eoine to be mixed up 
with a heavy-weight bruiser—eh?’ As I hesitated, he went 
on: ‘I’ll bet that woman Blanc' comes into it. Cissie swears 
you’ve been having her day and night. You wouldn’t be 
warned, would you? ’ As I still hesitated, he dropped his sharp 
accusing tone. ‘Now look, Richard lad. You came down here 
with me. I’m partly responsible. So just tell me straight what 
happened.’ 

So I did, and as the whole story came out, without any 
interruptions from him, he glared at me, his face dark with 
anger. ‘I don’t catc what happened to her,’ he began, when I 
had finished. ‘ She asked foi it and she must have known what 
Tommy Beamish is like. It’s notorious. But if he thinks he can 
have any nephew of mine knocked about like that, without 
anything happening to him, he’s wrong. I’ll hit him where it’ll 
hurt most. You watch.’ 

‘But what can you do, uncle?’ 

‘Plenty. He’ll soon find out, I know some funny people in 
this city and I can make some funny arrangements. Just leave 
this to me, lad. And just leave that woman alone and attend to 
your work properly.’ 
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sure something would happen to Tommy Beamish fairly soon, 
for it wasn’t like Uncle Nick to do any idle boasting. And then 
even by the middle of that week, rumours were flying around, 
then before the end of the week there were paragraphs in one 
or two of the morning and evening papers, and later still some 
longer items in the stage and variety weeklies. At the Holborn 
Empire, one of the best of tliese dates, it apj>e.ired that Tommv 
Beamish had been ‘given the biid', and on the second night it 
had happened he had been foolish enough to shout back and 
had then been told, at the top of several voices, that he was 
drunk and not fit to be on the stage. ‘Yes,’ said Uncle Niek 
complacently, ‘poor Tommy seems to have been running into 
a bit of trouble. Joe Bosenby’s \eiy won led about it. They’ve 
been talking to him at the lic<id office'. Looks as if they might 
rancc'l all his other London dates and tiy to fit him in up 
North again. Tommy didn’t behave well, it seems, and the 
n('w young w'oman he has in the act behaved even worse — 
but St into tears, they say, and i,in off the stage. Perhaps he 
ought to put one or two of his bruiser friends up in the 
gallery.’ He gave me a wink but said nothing about any funny 
arTangements he might have made thiough some of his funny 
fiiends. 

I was bursting to tell Julie about all this. But I never did. 
I rushed along to the Shepherd Mai k( t flat just before tw'o on 
Wednesday afternoon. She wasn’t in. 1 hung about for half 
an hour, expecting her every moment, and thin foiced myself 
to go for a w'alk atound !Ma>iair, xituunng m a huny at three 
o’clock, but she wasn’t there. Telling mysilf she might have 
come and gone while I was w ilking around, I hung about 
again; and so it went on until half-])ast fivi, when I c’areir’t stay 
any longer. I rang her horn the stage door after the first 
house, but there was no reply. It was iniseiy. 

Next morning I rang her from my landing. She did all the 
talking. ‘Oh, Dick dear, I’m so sorry drout yesterday aftei- 
noon. No, I hadn’t forgotten. T \"as out seeing agents—my 
own kind, not monsters like that man Bosenby—and I waited 
and waited for one, the most important, then I was told to come 
back immediately after lunch, and then I was kept w’aiting 
again, furious of course but what could I do? Don’t forget, 
darling, you’re still working and now I’m not. No, not to¬ 
morrow, Dick dear, I have to be out again. Listen, darling, 

come on Sunday—no, not in the afternoon, Im luncMng with 
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some people out at Richmond—say, six o’clock and then I’m 
sure to be back and you won’t be disappointed—' 

But I was—^not only at six but at seven and then eight, after 
which I gave it up. I rang her up a good many times the 
following week, and for most of them she obviously wasn’t 
there. But twice somebody was ready to answer and when I 
began eagerly, ‘Is that you, Julie?’ or ‘This is Dick,’ I was 
quietly cut off. The third time I waited for her to speak, and a 
Cockney voice asked who it was, and when I said who I was, 
the voice said Miss Blane wasn’t in, and before I could reply 
the line went dead. And that was the very last time I ever spoke 
to Julie Blane, when she was pretending to be somebody else. 
That kept me off the telephone and away from Shepherd 
Market for a whole week, but in the middle of the following 
week, when we were coming towards the end of our stay in 
London, I happened to be in that neighbourhood one after¬ 
noon and, though knowing only too well by this time I had been 
ditched, I called at the flat. And som<'body answered the door, 
but it wasn’t Julie Blane. 

‘No, she’s gone, y’know,’ the young woman, obviously an¬ 
other acti css, told me. ‘I don’t know the details f)ut I believe 
she took somebody’s place at the last minute in Lewis Atkin¬ 
son's Company. They went olf to Cape Town or somewhere, 
last Saturday, I believe. I’m so sorry. Is she a friend of yours."* 
Do you know' her very well.'*’ 

‘Not very well—no.’ 


9 

Actually i cult a bit better w'hcn I knew definitely she’d 
gone, but I’d been having—^was still having—a rotten bad 
time. I mightn’t be in love with her—and I’ve never suggested 
I was—but where she’d been in this London life of mine, right 
in the centre, there w’as a huge dreary gap where nothing hap¬ 
pened. I’d made no friends, didn’t know where to start, and 
I’d nobody to take even a part of Julie’s place, just for ordinary 
companionship. And of course my pride—and at that age it’s a 
mile high and yet trembles at a touch—^had been badly hurt: 
I’d had nothing since that horrible Sunday night but humili- 
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ation in. one shape or another. And sexually I was in a real mess. 
I was like a plant that had been brought on and coddled in a 
hothouse only to be tossed out into a cold night. I was still 
sexually excited, but now by somebody who wasn’t there. 
My mouth was still watering but the feast had vanished; I could 
sec nothing but stale bread and hard cheese. I had the ob¬ 
session but not the object of it. And of course I couldn’t forget 
that I’d been warned. I was now not only a chap wandciing 
aimlessly, most of his time, through a monstrous city that didn’t 
w'ant him, except for twenty minutes twice a night got up as an 
Indian, I was also a chap who’d been warned but w'ouldu’t 
be (old, a bloody fool. 

However, it wasn’t all ache, regret or sheer dieauness. I 
could still delight in the wonderful comics on lop of our bills 
during most of those London weeks. Most of the acts that shared 
our bills irritated or bored me: imbecile cross-talk coincd.atis; 
boozy Irish tenors tearful over their motlieis; ‘light comedians* 
with their endless songs about ‘girls with cuily-curls’ and 
Brown and his pals all out on a spree; the immensely popular 
but tedious male impel sonators, who never once looked or 
sounded like the soldiers and sailors they were supposed to be 
impersonating. At least five acts out of every eight seemed to me 
a waste of anybody’s attention; though of course wc were never 
on the same bill with any other illusionists or conjurers. But 
high above this routine stuff, and paying for all, were the star 
comics. Watching and listening to them, as I never failed to do, 
night after night, took me out of nasery and self-pity, just as it 
must have offered a lot of those trapped people in the suburbs 
a sense of release, perhaps even a Hash of wild joy. 

Twice, topping our bill, we had a comedian who I tliink has 
been under-valued. This was Harry Tate, whose Motoring, 
Fishing, Billiards sketches contained the sprouting germ of so 
much surrealist comedy, and whose glaring and bellowing 
sportsman, always reduced to stunned sil< nee by the enormity 
of events, was a creation touche 1 with genius, a lunatic cari¬ 
cature of a real and horrible type of Englishman. And once wc 
had Little Tich, released from the TivoU to daz/le the suburbs. 
Uncle Nick, who had appeared with him abroad, knew him 
well, and I was introduced to him, a solemn little Mr Relph, 
who talked to me about painting. On the stage he might be a 
barrister in court, a tipsy man-about-town, a regal lady en¬ 
cumbered with an enoimous train, but always he set these 
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miniature beings blazing with a mad energy, as if, coming from 
a different species, they were flaming burlesques of our own 
larger dim idiocies. And just once we had Grock, who hadn’t 
been long in England then and hadn’t reached the height of his 
fame, but even then was the best clown I ever saw except 
Chaplin. He was like a serious, humble but hopeful visitor from 
another planet, endlessly defeated by alien and hostile circum¬ 
stances, and like Chaplin he brought your laughter close to the 
beginning of tears. I was ready to pour out my admiration and 
gratitude to him, but off the stage he seemed aloof, rather grim, 
perhaps because he couldn’t feel at ease and at home in Eng¬ 
land, a divided country, one part of it in love with comic 
genius, the other part cold and hostile to it. To this day, if my 
arthritis allows it, I can do a very rough imitation of Crock’s 
act, just a poor sketch of it, that makes people laugh who never 
saw him in all his comic glory. And that act did me some good, 
when I needed a bit of help, in March 1914 . 

One person who knew somehow what had happened to me— 
though she never directly mentioned it—^was Cissie Mapes. 
She obviously felt we weic fellow sufferers and ought to come 
closer together. What was gnawing at her was Uncle Nick’s 
neglect of her and the thought that he might soon be finding 
another girl for the act. And any week that I had a dressing- 
room to myself, she would be popping in and out with the 
slightest of excuses, ncaily always to ask me questions about 
Uncle Nick that I couldn’t answer. Though I was fond of 
Cissie—sorry for her, too—I began to wish she’d leave me alone. 
Then one night, when we were at the Shepherd’s Bush Empire, 
I went straight back to Walham Green; I didn’t want to eat 
out again and I’d bought some cold stuff for supper; and I’d 
just about finished eating when the bell on my door, one of 
those shrill little brutes, went offhke a fire alarm. It w<is Cissie, 
looking rather bedraggled and tearful. ‘ I know it’s late, Dick, 
and I’m sorry to bother you. But I must talk to you. And any¬ 
how this is on my way home,’ she added, taking away the 
urgency as soon as she’d suggested it, which was typical of 
poor Cissie. 

‘All right, Cissie. Come in. Are you hungry? There’s some 
cold ham and pork pie here—and potato salad.’ 

‘Thanks, Dick.’ She was taking off her hat and big coat. 
T could have a bite. But what I’d really like is a drink.’ 

‘I’ve only bottled beer.’ 


178 



‘I’ll take some and put some gin in it. I’ve got a half bottle of 
gin in my bag.’ Cissie always carried an over-size handbag, 
so I wasn’t surprised. ‘ Have you ever had beer with gin in it, 
Dick? Well, you ought to try it. It’s called Dog’s Nose.’ 

(And years afterwards, when I’d settled down to painting 
in the Dales and often walked miles across the moors, my 
favourite drink, when at last I reached a pub, was a large gin 
in a pint of draught beer—Dog’s Nose. It’s a curiously potent 
drink, somehow much stronger than the gin and the beer 
drunk separately. And more often than not, when most of it 
had gone down, I remembered Cissie visiting me that night in 
Walham Green.) 

After we’d both dipped into our Dog’s Noses and she was 
eating pork pie, Cissie between bites said earnestly: ‘What 
d’you think of me, Dick? I want your str^'ight honest opinion. 
I don’t care what you say so long as it’s tlie truth. I really don’t 
—honestly I don’t.’ 

It AN as just like Cissie to choose lliis moment, when she’d 
done nothing to her face except put pic into it, to olfcr herself 
for a frank appraisal. But then she often looked even worse 
when she was trying too hard to keep up with women like 
Julie. And Fve told already, describing her after we first met, 
how I felt her looks weren’t liad in a rather weak style, not the 
kind that attracted me but not unlike those we often saw then 
on sentimental coloured picture-postcards. ‘Looks and figure 
first, I suppose, Cissie?’ 

‘I’m a girl, aren’t I? I’m not asking if I’ll do for a bank 
manager. Go on.’ 

Being even younger than she was, I was a bit solemn and 
pompous about it, not realising that what she wanted then 
wasn’t anybody’s candid opinion but a little praise to cheer her 
up. I said that her face wasn’t bad at all, pleasing rather than 
not, and her figure better still, though I did feel she didn’t 
always make the best of herself— 

‘Not like Miss Julie bloody Blane, of course,’ she cut in 
savagely. ‘Not in that class at all, of course. Except when she 
has to take a hiding from Tommy Beamish. Oh—^yes, Nick 
told me. He still tells me a few tilings—’ 

‘Do I stop now?’ 

‘She walked out on you then, didn’t she? And can’t you see 
why? She couldn’t face you after that had happened ^no 
bloody fear, not the grand Miss Julie Blane, not her. But if 
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I’d been in and out of bed with you for weeks—oh—don’t 
think I didn’t know what was going on—^I’d not have run away 
from you the way she did—* 

‘What are we doing now, Cissie?’ I asked her, just managing 
to keep my temper. ‘Do I go on? Do I tell you how thoughtful, 
kind and considerate you are? How careful you are not to say 
the wrong things—’ 

‘You don’t have to be sarcastic,’ she flung at me. To girls 
like Cissie, in those days, to be sarcastic was about as bad as 
slapping their faces hard. But then, as I looked at her and said 
nothing, suddenly her face crumpled and she came blindly 
round the table to where I was standing and collapsed against 
me, so that I had to hold her. 

‘Here, let’s sit down,’ 1 said, backing towards the only 
armchair. I sat in it and she sat on the floor, her hands across 
my knees and her face, turned my way, resting on her hands. 

‘I know I’m silly,’ she began, ‘but you do like me a bit, 
don’t you, Dick? \Vell, I’m so miserable. I don’t know what 
to do. Nick hardly ever wants me here, now we aren’t living 
together. And I thought I wouldn’t mind ’cos I’d be living at 
home, back with my family again. But that’s u# good eith(T. 
It’s not really different, but I am. Y’know, after going round 
with Nick—being waited on--nice rooms—best saloon bais 
an' all that. There’^ eight of us in th.\t bloody little house 
and half the time it’s like a screaming pigsty. And I’ve only 
to say anything or just give ’em a wrong look, and they’re on 
to me, as if I’d got my money off the streets. Not that they don’t 
like the money—oh no, I can’t pull it out fast enough—it’s me 
they don’t like. So honie-sweet-home’s a dead washout. And 
all I’ve got is Nick—and I haven’t got him. And you of course, 
Dick dear—>ou know how fond ol >ou I am, don’t you? But 
then you don’t want me.’ She raised herself up. 

‘And a real old mess it would be if I did, wouldn’t it.'” 

‘I know, I know, I kno^^. I understand some things a lot 
better than you do. But I have to have somethvig. There’s a 
fellow lives two doors from us at home—^works at a grocer’s 
and quite nice-looking and dresses smart—who used to be gone 
on me—still is, he says—but he seems so boring and dreary 
now. I know everything he’s going to say next—^not like Nick 
and you—and he always gives the same little cough first, so 
I could scream. Give me a kiss, Dick. No—^not like that—a real 
kiss.’ 
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There were a lot of good reasons why I didn’t want to start 
kissing her, though I’ll admit the deepest of them was that I 
didn’t enjoy it, but I couldn’t refuse that one, though I then 
disentangled us gently and held her at arms’ length. However, 
her mind was now on something else. 

‘Dick dear—Glisten—and tell me the truth, please, dear. Has 
Nick ever spoken to you about engaging another girl, to take 
my place?’ 

‘No, Cissie. He’s worried about two dwarfs—^not two girls.’ 

‘You’d tell me if he did say anything, wouldn’t you? Please, 
Dick—^you must. Here—^we’ie not drinking. The gin’s here but 
where’s some mote beer, to put another nose on a dog? No, 
tell me. I'll do it—don’t move.’ Like most yoimg men, then 
and now, whenever a girl or woman offered to wait upon me, 

I let her. So 1 filled and lit a pipe while Cissie mixed the gin and 
beer, talking all the time: ‘You know what’s happening soon, 
don’t you? No? Well, that’s because you haven’t been taking 
much interest lately. And anyhow Nick knows you don’t like 
Mr Bosenby. I don’t either but if you saw me with him you 
wouldn’t believe it, I lay it on thick just because he’s the agent. 
But that’s why you don’t know what’s happening, you don’t 
listen to sw'eaty greasy old Bosenby when he comes round.’ 

‘No, I keep away from Uncle Nick when Bosenby’s there,’ 

I said rather loftily. But of course I was curious. ‘If you know 
what’s happening soon, then tell me.’ 

‘Here you are, dear. And all the best!’ We drank together. 
She sat on the floor again, resting against my legs. ‘Well, to 
start with, we’re probably having two weeks out. And I don’t 
care where Nick’s going this time, he’ll have to take me with him.’ 

‘He won’t, you know, Cissie. And I wouldn’t try too hard 
to make him.’ 

‘I know, Dick. I was only talking big. He’ll do just what he 
wants to do.’ She said this rather proudly, not sadly. ‘Anyhow 
we’re going round with the same bill. I mean, like last time 
but not the same turns. Nick’s been working it out with Joe 
Bosenby. I don’t know who we’ve got yet, but some of ’em 
might be nice and friendly. And we’U be together for months. 
Mostly in Lancashire at ^t—a place I love, 1 don’t tlunk— 
opening in Liverpool, but I don’t remember the date, if there 
was one. Well, that’s it, dearie, and it could be fun, couldn’t it? ’ 

‘ It could be.’ 

‘ Oh—^you’re a long streak of misery, you are.’ 
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‘I was thinking.’ 

‘I know that.’ She finished her drink, then gave me a lop¬ 
sided smile. ‘But about which one? Innocent little Nancy or 
wicked old Julie—^which?’ 

‘Neither. I’ve other things to think about, Cissie.’ 

‘Not at this time of night you oughtn’t to have. And I’m 
here, aren’t I? I’ve got everything they have. And if you don’t 
believe me. I’ll show you.* She began climbing up, breathing 
hard. ‘Can’t we have some fun for once? You gave her plenty, 
didn’t you? Making me jealous. Keep still, you silly boy.’ 

It was now a wrestling match I hadn’t to lose or win. I 
felt a fool, of course, but it couldn’t go on and at the same time 
I was really anxious not to hurt her feelings. ‘Now listen— 
please listen—Cissie,’ I said finally, holding her firmly at arms’ 
length. ‘ If we started something now, we’d go on with it, then 
sooner or later—and it mightn’t take long—Uncle Nick 
would find out—and then where are we?’ 

‘I’d have to go—^not you—’ 

‘Probably both of us. But I’m thinking about you, Cissie, 
especially after what you said earlier, when you were feeling 
rather desperate. Now he’s never said a word to me about any 
other girl taking your place. We’ve got months of work ready 
for us—you’ve just told me so—^and I just can’t see him dis¬ 
turbing the act. Not unless he thinks you and I are up to 
something—’ 

‘And that wouldn’t be because he really wants me,’ she said 
bitterly, moving away now. ‘Just pride, that’s all. One of his 
belongings. And you don’t really want me. I know—’ 

‘No, you don’t. I’m just trying to be sensible—for both of us.’ 
As I went on along that line, nobly resisting temptation, she was 
sitting at the table, leaning forward with her head between her 
hands, her hair rather dishevelled, her eyes shuttered, her 
mouth a vague dark pout in the blur of her face, all the light 
on the Naples Yellow shoulders of the blouse she was wearing; 
and I remembered it afterwards as if Sickert had painted it. 
And I thought my noble resistance line very clever, keeping 
her away fi-om me without hurting her feelings; but it would 
have been better for all of us, as things turned out, if I hadn’t 
been so clever and so sensitive about her feelings but had made 
it quite plain she didn’t attract me as a woman, which after 
all was the basic truth of the situation. ‘Come on, Cissie,’ I 
said finally. ‘ It’s getting late, and you must have a long way to 
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go. I’ll take you down to the bus or the Underground. And— 
look—don’t forget your gin. There’s still some left.’ 

‘And I know what to do with it,’ she mumbled as she at¬ 
tended to her face. But she obviously felt better when she took 
my arm outside and prattled away. She felt better than I did. 
I couldn’t imagine what would become of Cissie Mapes. 

It wasn’t the next day but the day after that I saw Nancy 
Ellis, who’d never replied to my letter so that I didn’t know 
where she was or what she was doing. I’d been to the National 
Gallery in the morning, and then, after a snack and a beer at a 
pub near the Coliseum, I’d gone to Leicester Square tube 
station to take a train to Earls Court, not the best way back to 
ruy flat but I liked to do a little exploring. Going down the steps 
leading to the platforms and then arriving at the space between 
them, I hesitated a moment, though I knew to which platform 
I had to go. I turned to glance at the train standing at the 
platform I didn’t want. I saw somebody sitting close to the 
window who looked rather like Nancy. I rushed nearer—and 
it was Nancy, absorbed in a book. I gave an idiotic shout, 
which obviously she didn’t hear, and then before I could tap 
on the w'indow or make for the door, the train was moving. 
In less than twenty-five seconds I had found her and lost her 
again. Watching the train, gathering speed, sway into darkness 
and vanish, carrying her in its black tube to God knows where, 
I cursed the luck. 

However, this glimpse of her jolted me into action I ought 
to have taken before. I huiried out of the station and went 
to find Joe Bosenby’s oflicc in Charing Cross Road. I’d never 
been there but I knew the addiess because Uncle Nick had 
showed me one or two letters from him. I went up some very 
dirty stairs by the side of a music shop. In the room marked 
Enquiries about tw'enly people, all kinds, were sitting along the 
walls, which had been distempered, some years before, a sad 
mauve. It had a thick mixed smell of old cigarette smoke, 
underclothes worn too long, and some sort of antiseptic stuff 
that wasn’t winning. At the far end of the room, next to a door 
marked Private, and behind a table, a typewriter and a tele¬ 
phone, sat a middle-aged woman. When I went closer I saw 
that she looked rather like a female Fishblick. On her wide 
flat bosom was pinned, under a black gunmetal knot, a watch 
nearly as big <is a man’s. I looked at her; she looked at me; we 
hated each other at sight. 
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I told her I was enquiring about a friend of mine, Miss 
Nancy Ellis. 

Wasting no more eyesight on me, she looked at some papers. 
‘Nobody of that name here,’ she threw at me. 

‘She used to be in an act called Susie^ Nancy and Three 
Gentlemen —’ 

‘Oh— them* They were now in the dustbin. ‘We no longer 
book that act.’ 

‘But you don’t know—’ 

‘Haven’t the least notion.’ And she waved me away. 

And I went, partly because I felt a fool and partly because 
there were so many people waiting. I had an idea that if I’d 
told her I was with Nick Ollanton and was related to him, she 
wouldn’t have behaved like that. But I felt too shy. As I left 
the room rather slowly, one of the young men who’d been 
waiting joined me. He had black round his eyes and a rim of 
rouge round his collar to prove that he really was on the stage. 

‘ With guns on her,’ he began cheerfully, ‘ they could use her in 
the Navy—Dreadnought class. Asking for an audition, laddie?’ 

I told him I wasn’t, being in work, but I wanted to trace a 
girl whose act wasn’t booked now by Joe Bosenby. 

‘What’s her beautiful name, laddie?’ 

‘Nancy Ellis.’ 

‘I’ve heard it. I’ve seen it. I know it. Wait a minute, I—’ 
But then, after raising my hopes, he brought them down with a 
crash. ‘No, can't tell you, laddie. But you know what to do, 
don’t you? Take a dekko at all the adverts in the pro papers. 
Ought to be there somewhere even if she’s only under At 
Liberty* And he rattled off the names of these theatrical and 
variety weeklies, of which there were four or five then. After 
some trouble, I bought them all, and took them to Walham 
Green to read through carefully. But I couldn’t find Nancy 
Ellis, nor any mention anywhere of Susie and Bob Hodson. 
It was maddening. I felt like a man in a desert who’d suddenly 
seen a spring bubbling into the air and then vanisliing. 

I went to Joe Bosenby’s again, though, during our last week 
in London, and this time I was accompanying Uncle Nick, 
who’d asked me the night before to meet him there, without 
telling me why. There were people—and they looked the same 
people—still waiting in that outer room. Uncle Nick, with me 
keeping close to him, strode past that dragon-woman without 
giving her a nod, even a look, straight into Joe Bosenby’s private 
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office, which was all mahogany, signed photographs, deep arm¬ 
chairs, and the rich mingled odours ofeigars, whisky and brandy. 

‘Hello, Nick—and hello to you, young fellow! Have a cigar. 
I think old Fitter’s got ’em all lined up for you along there, 
but I’d better make sure.’ He rang a bell. ‘And I’ll tell you 
frankly, Nick old boy, I doubt if there’s another agency in 
London that could have found so many for you to look over. 
And I’ll also admit, while I’m at it, that I couldn’t have done 
it myself. It’s old Fitter—’ 

‘That’s no news, Joe,’ said Uncle Nick dryly. ‘I know about 
old Fitter. Though I don’t know how he docs it. What arc you 
paying him now—thirty bob a week? ’ 

‘Certainly not, Nick,’ said Bosenby, almost proudly. ‘Two 
pounds.’ 

‘How’s his wife nowadays?’ 

‘Still ailing but not failing—worse luck. That’s why I raised 
him to two pounds.’ 

‘ I hope you can afford it, Joe,’ said Uncle Nick, vdlh one of 
his daikly sardonic glances. ‘I don’t like to think of you throw¬ 
ing your money about.’ 

There was a timid knocking at the side-door, not the one 
we’d used, and Fitter came in, elderly, stooping, shabby. In 
those days there were still old clerks or humble general assist¬ 
ants who seemed to have been left over from the vanished 
Dickens world, who still worked very long hours, always terrified 
of being dismissed, for just enough to keep them alive; and 
clearly Fitter was one of them. He trembled at the sound of 
Bosenby’s loud if wheezy voice. ‘All ready for Mr Ollanton 
along there. Fitter?’ 

‘Yes, quite ready, Mr Bosenby.’ 

‘Have you been keeping tliem quiet, Mr Fitter?’ Uncle 
Nick asked, using a much friendlier tone than Bosenby had. 

‘ I’ve done my best, Mr Ollanton, but you can imagine what 
some of them are like when they find so many others there. 
They’re not easy to deal with, Mr Ollanton, not easy at all. 
May I ask how you’ve been keeping, sir?’ 

‘Can’t grumble, Mr Fitter. Oh—and this is my nephew, 
in the act with me, Richard Hemcastle.’ 

‘A great pleasure, Mr Hemcastle. I’ve often had the 
privilege—’ 

‘No doubt,’ said Bosenby, cutting in brutally, ‘but let’s get 
on with it. Fitter. Our time’s valuable even if yours isn’t.’ 
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‘Of course. I’m sorry, Mr Bosenby. This way, please, 
gentlemen.* 

We went by way of the side-door into a dingy corridor. On 
our left, behind two closed doors, a piano was being thumped 
and some people seemed to be rehearsing a ragtime dance 
number. We went further along and Fitter opened a door on 
the right, holding it for us and smiling uncertainly. He might 
have been the humble host at a party of Dickensian clerks. 
But when we passed him we might have been walking into a story 
by the Brothers Grimm. It was a small but rather high room, 
with peeling yellowish wallpaper and just one picture, enormous 
and very dark, of an idiotic horse. And it was full of dwarfs. 

‘This is enough for me,’ said Bosenby at the top of his voice. 
‘Give you the bloody creeps. So I’ll leave you to it, Nick old 
boy. Pick where you like. See you later.’ 

There seemed to be scores of them when we first looked in, 
but after Bosenby had left us, I realised that actually there were a 
dozen. They had been making quite a noise, arguing and laugh¬ 
ing, but now they were all silent, all still, their eyes staring up at 
ours. They all belonged to the same physical type as Barney, 
with big heads, small bodies, tiny legs, and two or thr<!fe of them 
looked exactly like him. Some looked prosperous, smart 
manikins, ready to do business; others were very shabby and 
seemed either over-anxious or sulky; and one with a great over¬ 
hanging forehead, rolling ryes, and a slobbering mouth, looked 
quite mad. But even while I noticed these differences among 
them, I still half-felt in some weird dream. (And occasionally 
they popped up in dreams, for years afterw^ards.) I don’t 
believe I could have attended to anything properly in there, 
have gone round asking names and making notes. Even Barney 
sometimes still made me feel uncomfortable; and the effect here 
was not that of Barney multiplied by twelve but by twelve 
hundred. True, I felt genuinely sorry for them and, in a queer 
way, half-ashamed of myself for being so different; and yet— 
and yet—^not through me, not really through them, poor little 
chaps—something sinister crept into the room, into the after¬ 
noon, into tliis life on the stage with Uncle Nick. Here, well 
before the next passage of this life had begun, anticipating 
the peculiar colouring and tone it would have, a certain note 
was sounded, like a horn sounding distantly in an orchestra, 
and it was sinister. But of course 1 didn’t know then I would 
look back on this afternoon, would hear that sinister note 
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repeated, when I began the next tour with Uncle Nick. We 
shall come to that recognition in its own place. 

Meanwhile, Uncle Nick, a tallish man in any company, was 
busy, a stooping giant, among the dwarfs, closely regarding 
them and asking questions, with Fitter at his elbow occasion¬ 
ally supplying information. Finally they seemed to settle on one, 
very like Barney in appearance but giving the impression that 
he was far less excitable and silly. I heard his name, which w'as 
Philip Tewby. But by this time several of the odder dwarfs 
were becoming noisy, complaining loudly and shouting at each 
other in their disappointment. 

‘That's enough, Mr Fitter,’ said t^ncle Nick. ‘Let’s get out 
of this—and tell ’em they can all go home.’ We left screams of 
rage behind us. ‘I've made a note of his name—Philip Tewby.’ 

‘I think you’ll find him a responsible little chap, Mr Ollan- 
ton,’ said Fitter. ‘I know they w'ere pleased with him at the 
Balham pantomime. Have you any idea when you’ll be wanting 
him, Mi Ollanton?’ 

‘Not yet, Mr Fitter, I'll wire you as soon as I do. Anti I’m 
much obliged to you foi finding me so many to choose from. 
ILwe a < igar, Mr Fitter^' 

‘Thank you very much, Mr Ollanton.’ He was blushing v ith 
pleasuie. ‘It’s exceedingly kind of you. I'm sure, 'fhank you.’ 
He handed us back into the presence of Joe Bosenby, who was 
shouting down the telephone. 

‘I’ve got one w'ho looks useful,’ said Uncle Nick when 
Bosenby h,id finished. ‘Fitter knows about him. He can attend 
to it when I wire. Now, Joe, how’s our bill looking for the new 
tour.-* Any news.’’ 

‘ The Ragtime Three arc fixed. Happy with the middle of the 
bill though they’re a big draw. Now about I.ily Fairis, Nick. 
She has to go on top, old boy. They go off their heads about her 
in Lancashire. It’s not Lily herself that’s insisting on top billing, 
but her pianist chap, Mergen, who’s her manager—and though 
he looks soft he’s as hard as bloody nails.’ 

‘So am I, Joe.’ 

‘I know, Nick—harder. But you’re getting the same money 
she is—and why should you bother? You’ll be still packing 
them in when she’s back on the end of a pier. Let the little 
lady have it, old boy—eh? All right? Done.’ Pleased at having 
settled this billing, which he knew the head office of the syndi¬ 
cate would accept, Bosenby gave me a smile that turned into a 
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leer. ‘ Lily Farris—eh, young man? Something to look forward 
to there, if you can get on the right side of her, ’cos she’s not too 
easy to please, Lily isn’t. Seen her act?’ 

‘Yes, I have. She’s boring.’ 

‘That’s my lad,’ said Uncle Nick. ‘Can’t see anything in 
her myself. Well, we’d better be going.’ 

‘Just a minute, please, uncle.’ I looked at Bosenby. T came 
here, the other day, to ask about Nancy Ellis, but the old girl 
out there neither knew nor cared.’ 

‘No, Violet thinks they no longer ftxist if I don’t book ’em. 
And they left me. Nothing to do with little Nancy, of course. It’s 
the sister and her fool of a husband. I’ll try to find out where 
they are and what they’re doing.’ He made a note on a pad. 
‘And next time, young fellow, don't let Violet stop you. Ask 
for me and don’t take No for an answer. But wait a niinute. 
If I get the information, wdiere do I send it? \Vhere arc you 
going to be during your two weeks out?’ 

‘ I’ll write it for you.’ 

Uncle Nick looked over my shoulder. ‘You’re not expecting 
to go to bed with anybody in Kettlew ell, are you, lad? ’ 

‘No. I’m going theie to do some ])ainting.’ 

‘Weil, that’ll be a change.’ But I knew that he \vas pleased. 
Uncle Nick always liked the idea of my painting, and in the end 
it was through him, years later, that I was able to becftme a 
full-time professional wateicolour painter. 

Joe Bosenby stared at the address I had passed over to him. 
‘Kettlcwell? I've never heard of it.’ 

‘And it’s never heard of you, Joe,’ said Uncle Nick. ‘Yr)u'd 
be as strange as a Zulu up there.’ 
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I don’t suppose Joe Bosenby liked me any better than I 
liked him, but, after all. Uncle Nick was one of the most success¬ 
ful performers on his list so I was worth a little trorble, even 
though it was probably Fitter who found the address in Hamp¬ 
stead at which Nancy could be reached. It arrived after I’d 
been several days in Kettlewell, and I didn't write until a few 
more days had gone by. But it w^as a long letter, beginning with 
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a brief reference to her curious behaviour in Plymouth, but 
then going into a fairly detailed account of how I was spending 
my time up there—the great walks, the sketching and then 
sometimes something better than sketching, the huge meals to 
which I returned when the light was going, the odd characters 
I met. And I ended simply by saying that I felt she would have 
enjoyed most of it too and that I was always thinking about her. 
1 don’t know if it was a good letter or not; but I certainly meant 
it. 

For the ignorant, the under»privileged, the uninitiated, I 
must explain that Kettlewell is in Upper Wharfedale, and fiom 
it a good walker, going in almost every direction, can reach 
some of the most beautiful counti7 in the world. In 1914, 
before moorland tracks became motor roads, it seem<‘d remote 
and wonderfully unspoilt. I had gone i.ithd early for this 
country and on the tops some days my h.inds felt frozen, and 
one or two afternoons were daikened .ind slashed by sle(t. 
But going up there for most of my two weeks out w'as the most 
sensible, lefieshing and heartening thing I did in all that time 
when I was appearing with Uncle Niik. I came (loser than I’d 
cvei done before to feeling that I really was a painter, not yc t a 
good one but at least a hopeful one; I walked in all weatl’ers 
but the very worst; I retui tied, tired but triumphant, to smell the 
ham and eggs in the pan for me and then to smoke drowsily 
in the lampht peace. All the variety stages, all the Empires, 
seemed far off and almost unbelievable. I stemed to be in 
another country, breathing an altogether different air. And 
if 1 pass over this intermission quickly, that is not because I 
have forgotten it—for some of it attached itself to the very 
centre of my being— but because it was emirely separate from 
my variety-stage life, so has no pait in this account of that life. 

But I knew when I had to leave them that I had found 
refieshment, sustenance, sanity, among the great hills. What 
I didn’t know was how soon I might hacc to call upon these 
resources. 




Boole Three 




I 


We were opening this tour in Liverpool, and on the Sunday 
evening I joined Uncle Nick and Cissie there. They hadn't 
liked the digs they’d had before in Liverpool, so we were all 
three staying at a small old-fashioned hotel [Bed and Breakfoit 
Five Shillings) not far from Lime Street Station. Uncle Nick 
and Cissie had just had ? week together at Bournemouth but 
hadn’t enjoyed it. But Uncle Nick didn’t like Liverpool cither, 
and told me why he didn’t, a few minutes after I’d joined them 
in the hotel. 

Tt has some fine buildings, as you’ll sec, lad,’ he began. 
‘Good art gallery too, I believe. But after you’ve seen Rotter¬ 
dam and Amsterdam, Hambuig and Bremen, Copenhagen and 
Stockholm, as I have, this place makes you wonder what’ll 
happen to us. They’re dean, this is filthy. They’re civilised, 
this isn’t— except in spots. It’s full of huge policemen moving 
on hordes of gutter rats. Whore the fine buildings stop, the 
slums start, miles of’em. I wouldn’t keep a dog there. However, 
it’s a good date.’ 

‘Who have we got with us this time uncle.'*’ 

‘I can not only tell you that, lad, but I can give you the 
running order, which I was largely instrumental in fixing.’ 
He produced a notebook. ‘First turn— Dtiffield'i Dogs — 

‘They’re sweet,’ said Cissie. 

‘You keep ’em, girl, I don’t w'ant ’em. Then —Tlu Colman —* 

‘ So you’ll have Nonic rubbing herself against you, Dick.’ 

‘I won’t,’ I told her. ‘But I hope she’ll leave Barney alone 
this time.’ 

‘Next—Number Ihree —Lowson Brothers. Know the act? 
Well, they’re a couple of ambitious but not very bright lads 
who do some dancing—^not bad—and some of the most un¬ 
funny crosstalk in the business. I’ve put ’em in front of us 
because they’re not bad enough to send the customers out to 
the bars and not good enough to spoil our welcome. So tlien 
we’re in the same spot. By the way, I’ve had some new band 
parts copied while we were in London, and a German friend of 
mine, Max Forster, has worked on the score for me, improving 

193 



it. So perhaps I’d better join you tomorrow at the band call, 
Richard—just this once, that’s all.’ 

I told him I’d be grateful if he would. ‘What about the 
second half of the bill, uncle?’ 

‘It opens with Montana —a balancing act. He’s a Swiss who 
docs a lot of things nobody particularly wants him to do, while 
balancing on a ball. A dullish safe act. Next is Lottie Dean, who’s 
modelled her act on Florrie Forde—thighs a yard wide in 
tights and idiot chorus songs. She’s followed by Lily Farris, 
who doesn’t mind following her because they’re such a contrast. 
And the last turn is The Ragtime Three, who like being last 
because they can give encores, if they’ve any voice left, at the 
second house. That’s the lot. I’ve been on better bills and I’ve 
been on worse. We oughtn’t to do badly.’ 

‘What I’m wondering is—are they nice friendly people?’ 
Cissie said, rathi’r wistfully. 

‘You’ll have to make friends with DuflTield’s dear little 
doggies, girl. I’d say the rest of ’em arc cither dull or dam’ silly.’ 

‘I’ll miss Bill Jennings and Hank Johnson,’ I said. 

‘So will I, lad. But Joe booked them into the West End 
halls, and then, on the strength of that, they’re going Sack to 
America in September. 'I'hey’rc the only friends I've made 
in the profession for the last couple of years or so. Some of you 
people—’ and he looked from me to Clissie as if there were a 
dozen of us—‘seem to think I don’t want any friends. And 
certainly I don’t want to be cluttered up with dear old pals who 
aren’t dear or old or pals, but I like to be on the road with one 
or two men I can talk to, as distinct from spongers and idiots, 
the sort that somebody like Tommy Beamish would gather 
round him like wasps round a jam pot.’ 

‘What’s happened to Tommy Beamish?’ I asked. 

‘ He had a bit of a breakdown after that trouble he ran into,’ 
Uncle Nick said grimly. ‘But Joe told me he’s preparing a new 
sketch that he’ll take through the Midlands, Yorkshire, the 
North-East and Scotland. He won’t overlap with us anywhere, 
I’m glad to say. Now then, lad, while I remember. As soon as 
you see Sam, Ben and Barney in the morning, warn ’em I’m 
going to run through the Vanishing Cyclist tomorrow aftei noon— 
we might be all a trifle rusty.’ 

‘ What about the two-dwarf illusion, uncle? ’ 

‘Haven’t got to diagrams yet, lad. Now you’ll have to be 
up early in the morning. Better get to bed.’ 
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It was a wet Monday—as it nearly always seemed to be when 
I had to go down early—and though we were into spring, 
Liverpool appeared huge, gloomy, unfriendly. All our stuff was 
safely in; I warned Sam, Ben and Barney about the afternoon 
rehearsal; and then, after some coffee that seemed to have been 
dredged up from the Mersey, I hung about waiting for the band 
call and for Uncle Nick. As he was late I had a chance to take a 
look at most of the others. After all, we’d be sharing the same 
bill for months to come. 

I didn’t see either Duflield or his dogs, only a tired-looking 
\\oman who, I was told afterwards, was Duffield’s sister and 
did all the real work. Nonie Colmar had come along with 
her uncle, Gustav; he gave me a nod and she put her tongue out 
at me. Montana and his wife, who handed him the instruments 
he played while balancing on his big metal ball, looked a dull 
Swiss couple who ought to have been running a small hotel. 
Lottie Dean, probably about fifty and with dyed red hair, was 
a battleship of a woman, who had in anxious attendance, like 
a destroyer going round and round a dreadnought, a little 
woman, pale and thin, who was always addressed as ‘Oh— 
for God’s sake—Ethel!’ The Lowson Brothers, Bert and Ted, 
parted their hair in the middle and had it plastered to their 
skulls, wore green-striped suits, pink shirts, yellow shoes, and 
suggested a couple of Cockney barber’s assistants. But I must 
admit that by the time I’d accepted this suggestion I was feeling 
a bit depressed. Uncle Nick had now arrived, with Cissie, and 
I told them I wasn’t finding these other people on the bill very 
exciting. 

‘They’re about average, I’d say,’ Uncle Nick observed. ‘And 
they’re here to entertain the audience, not you, lad.’ 

‘Dick’s thinking about his Nancy,’ said Cissie. ‘Or that 
Julie Blane. That’s his trouble.’ 

‘Well, let’s get on with it.’ Uncle Nick was about to take the 
stage, the new band parts under his arm, when to his disgust 
he found that The Ragtime Three —all three of them too —had 
claimed the attention of the conductor and his sixteen men. 
He retreated, cursing them all. 

‘You too, Mr Ollanton?’ We’d been joined by a man who 
introduced himself to Cissie and me—Uncle Nick, after giving 
him a nod, being busy with a cigar, in defiance of all the notices 
about No Smoking—as Otto Mergen, Lily Farris’s pianist and 
manager, the man I’d heard Joe Bosenby mention. ‘Miss 
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Gissie Mapes? Yes, of course. Mr Richard Herncastle? A 
pleasure. Mr Ollanton’s nephew who wants to be a painter. 
Isn’t that so? Yes, he mentioned you to us. Lily’s up in her 
dressing-room, but she’ll be down soon. You like Liverpool, 
Miss Mapes? ’ 

‘No, she doesn’t, Mcrgen,’ said Uncle Nick, who was still 
out of temper. ‘And neither do 1 . Business should be good, 
though.’ 

‘I think so. Yes, I think so.’ He said something else but he 
spoke softly and it was impossible to hear him, there was now 
such a blast of sound from the orchestra and the three ragtimers 
—all youngish Americans, a plump one playing the piano, a 
tall one playing the saxophone, a medium-sized one doing the 
singing or shouting. 

‘What a bloody din!’ And Uncle Nick didn’t say it, he 
shouted it, and as at that moment the noise had been sharply 
cut off, everybody heard it. Somebody laughed, but not on the 
stage, where the three of them stared in our direction. While 
the pianist and saxophone player argued with the conductor, 
the one who’d been singing came off and marched truculently 
up to Uncle Nick. ‘Who called it a bloody din?’ he deiflanded. 

‘I did,’ Uncle Nick said calmly. ‘I’ll say it again if you like. 
What a bloody din!’ He replaced the cigar, lowered his head 
slightly, and stared darkly at the young man, whose truculence 
was oozing away. There was always something unusually 
formidable about Uncle Nick. 

‘That’s because you’re out of date on these new numbers, 
Pop.’ 

‘Don’t call me Pop,’ said Uncle Nick fiercely. ‘And don’t be 
all morning with that band. As for your new numbers, I shared 
a bill for months a year ago with Hedges Brothers and Jacobsen, 
who brought ’em here. And they were a bloody din then too.’ 

‘ Come on, Marcus boy,’ one of them called from the stage. 

‘Now get a move on with it,’ said Uncle Nick, waving him 
away. 

*I don’t think I’d like to quarrel with you, Mr Ollanton,’ 
Mergen said softly. ‘But hadn’t we better move a little further 
away? Lily ought to be down any moment now.’ 

We left the wings and the spread of the big white working 
light, and we moved into a little space at the top of some steps 
that went down towards the stage door. This was wide open, 
letting in the daylight, and there was also some daylight coming 
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in at the back of the stage, where the sets had been brought in 
earlier. But as well as this drift of daylight, our little space had 
two electric bulbs, one painted red, the other yellow. The result 
was a queer mixed light I never remembered seeing before, a 
light in which even familiar faces like Uncle Nick’s and Gissie’s 
looked odd and rather sinister. As for Mergen, I had felt there 
was something sinister about him, felt it right from the first; 
and now while we w aited there and I had lime to take him in, 
the effect was stronger still: he seemed a figure of eorruption. 

He was a man of no particular age, anything between an 
unhealthy forty-five and a fairly spry sixty-five; a fattish baggy 
man, hair and eyes a kind of light pewter, his face a yellow- 
giey, but with a thick-lipped, swollen mouth rather like the 
sort of mouth ventriloquists’ dolls are given. He spoke slowly 
and softly, witliout any obvious foreign accent yet with that 
extra care which educated foreigners bring to their English. 
(Uncle Nick told me lalei that he thought Mergen came origin¬ 
ally from some Baltic country.) There was also a certain tone in 
his voice, together with an obvious desire to please, that re¬ 
minded me of some parsons and pries.ts: he might have been 
a missionary of some remote and evil religion. And the final 
and most iionical fact about Otto Mergen—though I only dis¬ 
covered it much later —wasn’t simply that he went round, year 
after y'car, accompanying an English variety star, but that, 
under another name, it w.is he who wrote and composed the 
naively girlish, sentimental and very English songs Lily Fanis 
made so popular, the identical songs I was to hear being roared 
out in eitaniinets behind the line at Neuve Chapellc and Loos. 

lily Farris now appeared, and w'ith her was a young man 
who looked like a dcsjierate blond rabbit. His name was Alfred 
Dunsop, and, after being sharply prompted by Lily, he invited 
us all to lunch at the Adelphi Hotel. Then Lily and Mergen, 
Uncle Nick and I, left him with Cissie while we attended to 
our band call. Uncle Nick told I^ily she could go first; Mergen 
had already distributed their band parts, and now he went to 
the piano recovering from the ragtimer; Lily spoke to the con¬ 
ductor, who was obviously well acquainted with her act; 
Mergen gave some cues from the piano; and he and Lily were 
so experienced, business-like, quick, that they were through in 
ten minutes. Uncle Nick, who alw'ays lost his temper with con¬ 
ductors, now lost it again, told me to do what I could with this 
conceited blockhead, and went striding off the stage. When I 
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had finished, I found Mergen waiting for me, to tell me that 
the other four had gone in Alfred Dunsop’s car to the Adelphi. 
It had stopped raining, he said, and if I didn’t object, then he 
and 1 might walk to the hotel, where he and Lily were staying. 

‘Who’s this Alfred Dunsop?’ I asked him as we started 
off. 

‘Alfred is the only son of a very rich cotton man,’ he replied 
in his soft careful way. ‘ I believe his father supplied many many 
millions of Hindoos with their loin-cloths. All your Ganga Dun’s 
poorer relatives, we might say, are Dunsop Senior’s customers. 
Not Alfred’s yet. Alfred does not pay much attention to business. 
For some months now, he’s been completely infatuated with 
Lily. He’s her slave.’ 

‘And what about her? She seemed to be bossing him.’ 

‘She never stops bossing him, we might say. As far as she is 
concerned, Alfred is there to be bossed.’ We were making our 
way along a crowded pavement, and then we had to cross a road, 
so there was no more talk for several minutes. 

‘I think I must tell you a little about Lily,’ he began when 
we could talk again. ‘She is the third of eight children of a 
cabinet maker—not a first-class man—^in West Hajn. She has 
no secrets from me, so she took me once to visit her family. It 
was a very good home to get away fiom and then stay away 
from. Do you know West Ham?’ 

I didn’t, but I’d no chance to tell him so because we were now 
separately dodging round some men who were selling and buy¬ 
ing noon editions of the evening papers. 

‘So Lily enjoys singing about love,’ he began again, ‘and 
is attracted to men, but she hasn’t the least desire for marriage, 
domesticity, a family life. Probably because he has not suc¬ 
ceeded in making her his mistress, Alfred would marry her 
at once, but she laughs at him. And of course Alfred is very 
easy to laugh at. He looks a fool—and he is a fool. He is at the 
opposite extreme, we might say, from your uncle, Mr Ollanton, 
who is a clever man and clearly a very formidable man.’ 

‘Yes, Uncle Nick’s got plenty of character.’ 

‘And Lily and I deeply appreciate his attitude towards her 
top billing. Most courteous, very gracious. You w'on’t think me 
intrusive, I hope, if I ask what his relations are with Miss—er— 
Mapes? ’ 

‘She’s in the act. They share digs. He has a wife but they’ve 
separated.’ I told him so much because I wondered what he 
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was up to, for I was certain he never talked for talking’s sake 
and was always up to something. 

‘From your knowledge of him, do you think he will be 
strongly attracted by Lily?’ 

‘No, I don’t.’ And I didn’t, but the reason I gave him such 
a curt answer was that talking like this, with a stranger in the 
crowded Liverpool streets, suddenly seemed idiotic. 

‘ And why not, may I ask? ’ 

‘Oh well—’ I hesitated partly because I wanted to appear 
reluctant but also because I didn t want to tell him that Uncle 
Nick didn't like Lily’s act. ‘I don’t know—but—well. Uncle 
Nick’s mind doesn’t lun much on w'omen. He has to have one 
around—^ou know—but I really can’t see him chasing Lily 
Fanis.’ 

‘ I am very glad to hear you say so,’ Mergcn said emphatically. 

‘ \’ery glad indeed. The young men we saw this morning seemed 
anything but formidable, though of course Lily didn’t see them 
herself.’ 

‘I’m hungry,’ I told him. ‘I need that lunch I’ve been in- 
v'ited to. Let’s push on.’ 

The head waitei, who knew Alfied Dunsop, gave us a rather 
small rectangular table. Alfred sat at one end, with Lily on his 
right and Cissic on his left. Untie Nick was next to Lily; Mergen 
was at the othci end, facing Alfred; and 1 sat between Mergen 
and Cissie, facing Uncle Nick and Lily. While we were ordeiing 
and talking about nothing in particulai, I took a good look 
acioss the table at Lily Fains. In her act, which I had seen and 
found boring, because I didn't enjoy very sentimental ballads 
sung in a sweet-young-girl soprano, she looked about eighteen. 
Heie, without her light-browu ringlets and pink-and-white 
make-up, she looked about ten years older. Her chief feature 
was a long nose, not jutting out at all, thin and straight. Her 
eyes were curious, not because of their colour, a muddy hazel, 
but because, without being protuberant, they were the opposite 
of deep-set, almost in the same plane as her forehead and 
cheeks, rather like the eyes of some delicate animal. And she 
had a tight hard upper-lip but a full if narrow under-lip. She 
wasn’t beautiful, not really even pretty, but I could imagine 
that if you wanted to look at that face, then, like Alfred, you 
might want to look at it a lot. A suggestion of the sweet-inno¬ 
cent-young-girl of the act hung about her; and this was even 
more obvious in her voice—and I mean her ordinary speaking 
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voice that she was using now across the table—which she used 
very carefully, though she still had some trace of the Cockney 
left, and gave the impression she was a good little girl thanking 
teacher for a prize. In addition, she had a trick of opening her 
eyes wide at moments when she was listening or taMng. 

I’d been talking to Gissie for a few minutes about the other 
people on the bill when Lily held my eye, smiled, and said 
in her good-little-girl tone: ‘I hear you’re a naughty bad 
boy.’ 

‘ Who told you? Cissie, I’ll bet.’ 

‘Now, Dick, I didn’t,’ Cissie began. 

But Lily, though she might not have seemed to have the 
voice for it, was clearly a ruthless cutter-in. ‘Can I call you 
Dick too? If you’ll call me Lily.’ 

‘All right, Lily.’ Uncle Nick and Mergen were talking, 
probably about the tour and business. Cissie was now in 
retreat, and anyhow was always ready to be happy with her 
food, and Alfred was staring with his mouth open. 

‘Tell me, Dick,’ said Lily, ‘do you paint people?’ 

‘No, I don’t. Only landscapes.’ 

‘Not people at all?’ 

‘Oh—well, I’ve tried a few sketches of faces, but I don’t 
pretend to be any good at it.’ 

‘ I believe you’re just being modest now.’ 

‘ He did a lovely one of me.’ This was Cissie, emerging from 
her breast of duck. 

‘Well tlien,’ said lily, not even bothering to look at Cissie, 
‘you can do one of me. Alfred would buy it. Wouldn’t you, 
Alfred?’ 

Alfred had a try for independence, probably his last. ‘ Well, 
I might—and then again I might not.’ 

I could talk like that: ‘And I might do it—and then again I 
might not.’ 

It was then I felt a distinct pressure of another foot against 
mine. It wasn’t Cissic’s, I knew', and it certainly wasn’t Alfred’s, 
and Uncle Nick and Mergen, still talking hard, were on the 
wrong side for this pressure. Only Lily could be giving me this 
signal, but there was no hint of it in the reproachful look she 
was giving me. 

‘I’m sorry if I said the wrong thing, Dick. But don’t you 
think you might try?’ The pressure increased, was almost 
urgent. 
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‘I don’t care about anybody buying the sketch, Lily. It’s 
just that it isn’t my kind of work. It needs a different kind of 
artist. But if you really want me to try, then I will.’ 

‘ This afternoon? ’ 

‘Hey—whoa!’ Alfred cried. ‘Steady the Buffs, Lily! Don’t 
forget—’ 

‘Oh—do shut up, Alfred. It wasn’t a definite arrangement.’ 
She looked at me. ‘This afternoon?’ 

‘ Sorry—we’re rehearsing.’ 

‘Go on—I’ll bet you aren’t.’ 

‘And I’ll bet he is,’ said Uncle Nick very firmly. ‘I don’t 
know about you, Miss Farris, but in my line of business we have 
to keep working at it. So we’ll have to be off, soon.’ 

‘I hear you have a wonderful act, Mr Ollanton,’ said Lily, 
very dignified now. ‘I’ll sneak into the back of a box and watch 
it.’ 

We left Lily and Co. still sitting at the table and took a 
taxi back to the Empire. (Uncle Nick had sold his car while wc 
were in London, and he was now brooding over buying a new* 
one.) ‘I hope one of you thanked that chap Alfred for his 
lunch. Because I didn’t. Got a lot more money than sense, that 
chap has. One of the nuts, I suppose,’ Uncle Nick concluded 
contemptuously. ‘You’ve got a long face, Richard lad. Think 
you ought to be drawing laly this afternoon, instead of riding 
that bike—eh? ’ 

‘No, I don’t. It was her idea, not mine.’ 

‘ I oughtn’t to have said anything to her about you and that 
Julie Blane,’ said Cissie. ‘Put ideas into hex head, I could see 
that.’ 

‘Not ideas,’ Uncle Nick told her. ‘One idea. The one that’s 
always in your head.’ 

‘No, it isn’t, Nick, and w'cll you know it. But I’ll tell you one 
thing, both of you. I don’t like that lot. I have a funny feeling 
about ’em—her and that Mr Mergen and that silly Alfred, 
who’s just dotty on her and she doesn’t rare tuppence for him. 
Yes, I have a funny feeling.’ She looked defiantly at Uncle 
Nick and then at me. 

‘That’s dll right, Cissie,’ I said. ‘So have I.’ 

‘Now what’s all this, you two?’ Uncle Nick snorted at us. 

And then I remembered w hat I’d felt when we’d been looking 
at the dw'arfa, that afternoon at Joe Bosenby’s. ‘I know what I 
feel about them, though I can’t tell you why. They’re sinister. 
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I know it sounds silly, Uncle Nick, but I can’t help it. They’re 
sinister* 

‘You’re getting as bad as Cissie, lad. Sinister!’ 

‘All right, uncle, all right. I’m fanciful. But for all that,’ 
I added slowly, ‘I don’t think I’m going to like this tour.’ 


2 

One of my troubles during the first weeks of that tour was 
that I kept expecting a reply to my long letter to Nancy. I’d 
asked her to write to me care of Bosenby’s office, which of 
course always knew where I was. But every post was a disap¬ 
pointment, until I forced myself to believe she would never 
write. Another trouble was that though I might believe there 
was something sinister about Lily and Mergen, they had at 
least some fascination for me in their different ways, whereas 
the rest of the people w'ith us were a dead loss. I simply couldn’t 
bother about them. 

w 

The three Colmar men (I’ll come to Nonie later) had always 
been aloof, though I did see them around with the two Swiss, 
Montana and his wife. Duffield’s sister, who did all the work, 
alw'ays seemed tired and rather frightened. Duffield himself, 
w’ho sported a bristling moustache, had once had a commission 
in the militia and still liked to call himself Captain; and accord¬ 
ing to Lily and Cissie, he fancied himself with the git Is. Lottie 
Dean and her ‘Oh—for God’s sake—Ethel’, who fussed over 
her as if she were Madame Melba, meant as much to me as I 
did to them. Bert and Ted Lowson were harmless but not my 
sort. As for The Ragtime Three, who w'ere called Benton, Duff and 
Marcus, they were the kind of Americans I didn’t like then and 
have never liked since, just as Bill Jennings and Hank Johnson 
were the kind I’ve always taken to at once, being calm and 
easy, amusing and friendly. Benton was solemnly boring. Duff 
was loud and brash, and Marcus W'as both boring and brash. 
No new friends there. 

The one who was really enjoying herself at last, with six 
new men on the same bill with her, was little Nonie Colmar. 
She seemed to be giggling and squirming in every possible 
corner. This was the life for Nonie. And it was a nuisance simply 
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because of its effect on Barney, who now hardly saw her at all 
and was of course wildly jealous. The further result was that 
he was becoming uiureliable in his work and harder to handle. 
I didn’t really like Barney, he was too silly and excitable and 
too fond of showing off, but because he was a dwarf I was sorry 
for him. So on the first few weeks of this tour, Sam and Ben 
Hayes and I were always having to chase after him or cover up 
for him, giving ourselves extra work so that Uncle Nick wouldn’t 
notice how unreliable Barney was becoming, wouldn’t kick him 
out and put in his place a steady intelligent dwarf—like Philip 
Tcwby. (I couldn’t forget that name.) Of course, once Uncle 
Nick had passed the diagiam stage of his new illusion, he would 
need t\^o dwarfs; but he hadn’t arrived at any diagrams yet, 
and because I guessed he was feeling frustrated, I didn’t want 
to question him. He was in fact moody and irritable during 
these weeks, as poor Cissie complained to me more than once. 

Later in the Liverpool week I tried a pen-and-wash drawing 
of Lily, who ‘sat’ for me rather grandly, as if she were minor 
royalty and I were an academician, in the sitting-room of her 
suite at the Adelphi. (Unlike Uncle Nick, a careful West 
Riding man, Lily liked to splash her salary as she went along. 
I gathered, however, that she and Meigen made plenty of extra 
money out of the sheet music of their songs.) Mcrgen wasn’t 
around that afternoon—probably he was busy with some 
unimaginable wickedness of his own—but halfway through the 
sitting, to my annoyance, Alfred came trotting in, not looking 
quite as vacuous as before becau.se his eyes were clouded with 
suspicion. ‘Hello, hello, hello! What’s going on.-” 

‘liily’s doing the dance of the seven veils,’ I told him. ‘And 
I’m cleaning a bicycle.’ 

Lily giggled. ‘Don’t be silly, Alfred. And go awfy.’ 

‘I’m not being silly, it’s him. I can look, can’t I?’ And to 
prove that he could, he stared over my shoulder. ‘Well, I don’t 
think that’s very like her.’ 

‘Neither do I.’ And I got up, tore the drawing across twice, 
and went looking for a wastepaper basket. 

Lily was furious, not with me but with Alfred. She didn’t 
explode at all—she wasn’t the explosive type—^but she went 
over to him and said through her teeth: ‘ Now look what you’ve 
done, you bloody twat. Get out and stay out.’ 

‘Half a jiff, Lily,’ he protested. ‘I didn’t mean any harm. 
And who is he anyhow—just a cheeky young blighter—’ 
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‘I’m telling you. Get out and stay out.’ And he had to go. 

I was busy packii^ up my sketching gear. She came closer 
and watched me, not speaking until I’d finished. Then she said 
softly: ‘I get mad with him sometimes, he’s such a twerp. But 
he’s rolling in money and doesn’t mind chucking it about. You 
could find him useful, like I do. You didn’t have to tear that 
drawing up, Dick. Nasty temper you’ve got, haven’t you, 
dear?’ 

‘No, I haven’t, Lily.’ Then I gave her a grin. ‘To tell you 
the truth, that sketch was going wrong anyhow. Otherwise, I 
wouldn’t have torn it up, not for a dozen Alfreds.’ 

‘You’ll try again then, won’t you? Shall I order us some tea? 
I always have some about now.’ 

From the time when the vv alter came for the order to the 
time wht'n he left us with the tea, sandwiches and cakes, she 
talked about our act, which she had seen from the back of a 
box as she had said she would, praising Uncle Nick and asking 
me various impersonal questions about him. But then, not 
long after the waiter had gone, she gave me one of her narrow 
smiles, which didn’t belong to her good-little-girl voice, and 
said; ‘You heard what Alfred called you- a ehetky young 
blighter? Are you, Dick?' 

‘ Not really. But I know what he meant, Lily.’ 

‘I wish you’d tell me something,’ she said softly. ‘I wish 
you’d tell me exactly—and I mean what you did with 

that actress—what’s-her-name—Julie Blane?’ Her eyes, looking 
green now, stared expectantly; her mouth had fallen open; 
and —though I may have imagined this—^her long nose seemed 
to quiver a little: she looked a bit crazy. ‘Tell me everything 
you did. Go on,’ 

I don’t know if I blushed, probably I did. I certainly shook 
my head and mumbled something about not being able and 
not wanting to tell her. Remember, in spite of her little-girl 
act, she was about eight years older than I was and a top stzu', 
well known everywhere, singing numbers so popular that you 
could hear their choruses being rolled out, towards closing 
time, in hundreds of pubs, I might be embarrassed and a bit 
sickened, but I didn’t feel I could tell her to shut up. 

She leant forward and put a cool hand to my cheek. ‘I 
spoke too soon, didn’t I, dear? Later then, when w'e’re really 
friends. I expect you think I’ve a lot of friends, but I haven't. 
Have you?’ 
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‘No, I haven’t. And I don’t think I’ll make many on this 
tour. I’ve been feeling a bit depressed about it. We seem to have 
struck a poor lot this time.’ 

‘Nothing new to me, my dear. I’m very particular,’ she 
went on, in a false ladylike tone that reminded me of poor 
Cissie when she was tr^dng to be grand, ‘very particular in¬ 
deed. I act friendly and don't put on too many airs—me being 
a star turn and all that—but as for being irally friendly with 
most of the people on any bill—well, you ask Otto Mergen. 
He’ll tell you how very particular I am.’ 

‘What about him—Mergen? I’m curious about him,’ 

‘You’re not the only one, dear. Otto’s a mystery man. He’s 
b( en with me five years now and still I don’t know much about 
him. Fiist time I met him, he was luxlf a musical act, the 
other half being a German woman who must have weighed 
eighteen stone. She dropped dead one night when they were 
playing Collins’s, Islington—and if you’re going to dro[) dtad, 
that’s as good a place as any so he talked me into taking him 
on. You’ve heaid hinn lie tan talk anybody into anything - 
very rdu( ated and all that -atid lovely speaking voice, don't 
you think?’ 

‘Nt), I don’t. Too st)ft and oily for me.’ 

‘That’s 'cos you’re North-conn tiy. Also you might be jealous. 
But I don’t sleep with him, y’know, dear.’ 

‘I didn’t think you did, Lily.’ 

‘A lot of people do. They don’t say it straight out, but it’s 
written all over ’em. Including y’our friend Cissie What’s-it, 
but I wouldn’t call hei sety bright, would you? I’ll tell you 
one thing about Otto Mergen. And it’s a tip worth having, 
dear. Whatever you do, keep on the right side of him.’ 

‘Why? What will he do to nit if I don’t?’ 

‘I don’t know. I don’t know' how it works. But things—and 
some of ’em very' nasty things—w'ill start happening. No, it’s 
God’s truth, Dick. I’ve seen it over and over again. So don’t say 
or do any'thing he can take offence at. .Vnd he’s very sensitive, 
Otto is. Just be careful, dear, th'it’s all. Make a friend of him 
if you can.’ 

I nearly told her I’d just as soon think of making a friend 
of a crocodile. But what I did say was that I ought to be going. 
And I was just about to pick up my sketching gear when she 
came close to me, looked at me hard, and said in her little 
high voice: ‘I think Otto likes you. And he knows I do. When 
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you come to draw me next time, we won’t have Alfred butting 
in, we’ll lock the door. Now—don’t move.’ 

I’d just time to notice that her eyes were gi een again and 
her nose perhaps quivering, though I won’t swear to that, 
when she held my face lightly in both hands. Then she didn’t 
kiss me, as I thought she was goir^ to do, but crammed her 
tongue into my mouth and took her hands away to run her 
fingers down my thighs. Though I hadn’t expected or wanted 
anything like this to happen, my arms of their own accord 
tried to go round her, but in a flash she was well out of reach. 

‘You’re an artful young sod, aren’t you?’ And she didn’t say 
it, she shouted it, quite angrily, and this time really did look 
crazy. And before I banged the door behind me, I heard her 
say a few other words I didn’t expect to hear, at least not from 
one of England’s sweethearts of song. When I was safely down 
the corridor, relieved to find I hadn’t left my sketching gear 
behind in the hurried exit, I spent a minute or two mopping 
my face and telling myself it was all quite true. 

And that wasn’t the end of it either. 1 was sharing a fairly 
big dressing-room with Sam and Ben Hayes and Barney that 
week, but after our second show they changed before I did— 
they were meeting somebody in a pub and anyhow l*vvas> feeling 
a bit dreamy—so I was alone there when, after some urgent 
knocking, Alfred came in, flushed and watery-eyed. 

‘Hello—^what’s-it— Hcrnstable—’ 

‘It’s HcrrMcastle. You’ve just read it on the door.’ 

‘All right, all right, don’t get shirty, old man. Look what 
I’ve brorrght you.’ He was taking three bottles of whisky out 
of a brown-paper bag. ‘ All for you—thoirgh I’ll have a mouthful 
if you ask me nicely. Any glasses?’ He stared around and 
looked disgusted. ‘Rough luck having to put your disguise on 
and then take it off in this place, isn’t it? You ought to see the 
room that Lily has.’ 

‘She’s the star. I’m just one of the Indians.’ 

‘Clever turn that, though. Couldn’t think how you did it. 
But like to see you produce a clean glass, old man.’ 

I got up rather wearily and found the only clean glass wc 
had. ‘ Help yourself. I don’t w'ant any. I need some food before 
I can begin drinking whisky. But thank you for the three bottles, 
Alfred, if they really are for me.’ 

‘ Course they are. I told you. All for you—except for this drop 
I’m having. Cheers! Let’s sit down for a minute or two, talk 
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things over—er—Jack—no, that’s not it—Dick. Isn’t that 
right—Dick? Good!* 

He wasn’t drunk but he’d been drinking, and now he tried 
to sprawl at ease on one of the hard little chairs we used, and he 
ended by icsting an elbow on the shelf, covered with our 
make-up stuff, that ran underneath the long lighted mirror. I 
hadn’t quite finished changing, so I v ent on with it while he 
talked. 

‘Came to apologise, Dick,’ he began, looking very solemn. 
‘Lily's idea really. “You’ve got to apologise to that boy, 
Alfred,” she said to me. Those weie her very words, Dick old 
man. You accept my apology? Let’s get thdt settled first. You 
accept mv apology?’ He stared at me anxiously, his mouth 
wide open. 

‘Yes, Alfred. So just forget about it. And thanks again for 
the whisky. And help yourself.’ I was no^v busy with iny tie. 

‘Sit down a minute, Dick old man. I want to say something 
very serious, and I can’t say it unless you’re sitting down. 
That’s better.’ But he swallowed some whisky befoie staring at 
me anxiously again, squinting a little. 

‘All right, Alfred.’ I w as beginmng to fei 1 impatient. ‘ What is 
it^’ 

‘I’m not going to mince w'oids, Dick old man. I’m not going 
to mince words.’ He said this as if he weie rc'fusing to make 
shepherd’s pie out of a dictionary. ‘I love Lily Fairis, and I 
don’t care who knows it. I’ve loved Lily Fanis ever since I 
fiist saw her—and she sane There's a Side by the Meadow and 
Down Honeysuckle lM.ne. Marvellous' A gieat star turn, as we ail 
know, but that’« only the beginning, only the beginning. Now 
y'ou don’t really know Lil), do vou?’ 

‘No, I don’t, Alfnd,’ I leplicu without any hesitu,tion. 

‘ Well I do, old man. I ought to, after following her all over 
the place. Chasing her at first, if you like- yis, chasing her. But 
now wc'ic the greatest of fiiends. '1 hat’s all, though—friends.’ 
And here he might have been quite stern, with another kind of 
face and voice. ‘I think she’s fond of me. In fact I’m sure she is. 
And I’ve told you what I feel about her. But she’s not only a 
pure sweet girl—everybody knows that—but, Dick old man, 
while she has to put on a bit of an act as a star turn—I mean, off 
the stage, old man—^behind it all she’s shy. Believe it or not, she’s 
desperately shy— shy.' 

He stopped there, and after waiting a few moments I felt I 
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had to say something. ‘I dare say you’re right, Alfred. You 
really know her and I don’t. But I don’t understand why 
you’re telling me all this.’ 

‘ I’ve a reason—a good reason.’ He frowned at his glass, and 
I think he was wondering what this reason was. ‘I’ll explain 
later. Don’t forget, Dick old man, I came to apologise. When she 
told me I must apologise, I said, “Certainly, certainly”. So I 
did, didn’t I.^ We may not be pals yet, but we could be, couldn’t 
we? Now I can’t be with her all the time. Even as it is, therc’d 
be a hell of a row if my governor knew how much time I do 
spend with her. But you’ll be going round with her for weeks 
and weeks and weeks—seeing her every day.’ 

‘I won’t, you know, Alfred. You can be on the same bill 
with people and hardly ever see them, especially if they’re in 
a different half of the programme. I don’t expect to be seeing 
much of Lily Farris.’ 

He didn’t look cunning then, but he did look like a man 
trying against odds to look cunning. ‘What about this portrait 
lark?’ 

‘I may never have another try. And even if I did, what of it.’’ 

‘Then what about Mergen - Mr Otto bloody Mergen? ’ 

‘Where does he come into it?’ 

He leant far forwaid, nearly ovcibalancing. ‘I don’t tiust 
him, Dick old man, don’t trust him a yard. Clover as the devil 
and has an enormous influence over her, and she’s too innoii nl 
to understand the kind of putrid blighter she’s dealing with. 
I’ve w’arned her but she just l.iughs--like a trusting sweet kid. 
Now, Dick old man, as a favour to int‘, a great personal favoui, 
what about keeping an eye on Mr Otto bloody Mergen?’ 

‘Sorry, Alfred, but —’ 

‘I’d make it w'orth your while. Let’s say I’m not about for 
a few days—^it might be even a week—then next time we meet— 
all on the Q.T. of course—^you give me a little report —’ 

‘No, Alfred, I’d be useless. I rather agree with you about 
Mergen—there’s sometliing simster about him—but I don’t 
propose to spend much time with him or Lily, so I'd be no good 
to you. Try somebody else. ’ 

‘ Who, for instance? ’ 

‘ I don’t know'.’ 

‘Of course you don’t, because there isn’t anybody. And 
Lily Ukes you—^in an innocent friendly way, of course, probably 
becau.se you want to be an artist—I told you she insisted on me 
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coming to apologise—and if she likes you, then Mergen will be 
coming smarming around—and then—’ 

‘Sorry, Alfred, but I can’t oblige you.’ I got up and began 
putting the whisky back into the bag. ‘And I wish you’d keep 
this whisky, please. I’m not much of a whisky drinker myself, 
and if I lea^ e it here we’ll have a drunken dwarf in the act. And 
1 must go. I’m hungiy and there won’t be any supper if I 
don’t huny back to the hotel—’ 

‘You can have supper with us, old man,’ he said eagerly. 
‘Lily's at her very' best when the show's ovei and we’re having 
supper.’ His eyes were illuminated by the thought of this 
coming eiuhantment, and at that moment I couldn’t help 
liking him and feeling sotiy foi him. But I wouldn’t listen to 
any moie% made him take Jus wliiskv awa\, and went down the 
coiiidoi to s< t if L IK le Nic k had le ft. He had. 

Ihe next night, Fuday, the call boy gave me a message 
from Ml Mcigcii asking me il I would be kind enough to see 
him in his di c ssing-room after the first house. So 1 went down to 
the floor below, wheie Me’igen, in his dress shut-sleeves and 
with a towel round his neck, was restoiing his make-up, having 
just sw cate ei at his piano. 

‘How very kind of \ou—Riehaiel. Mav I follow your uncle’s 
example aiici call you Richard? What would you like to dnnk— 
gin—^whisky—or I have some excellent lager.^ Well then, we’U 
both drink lager.’ 

After he’d pouicd out the lager and we'd both dipped into 
it, he said in his soft cat-walking way. ‘I believe you had quite a 
long talk last night wiili our fiicud, poor Alfred Dunsop. Did 
you find it embarrassing^’ 

‘A bit, not much. He only tc'd me what you’d aheady told 
me—that he’s madly in love vith Lily. She’d sent him to 
apologise—’ 

‘Yes, yes, I know about that. And it wasn’t just to prove the 
strength of her hold upon him—though we might say she 
enjoys doing that—but the truth is, you made quite an im¬ 
pression upon her, the other aft* noon.’ 

‘She did on me too,’ I said in a flat dead tone, so that he 
could make what he liked out of it. 

His odd pewtery eyes tried to find the meaning in my face. 
I dipped into the lager again, so he did too, while he was 
wondering what the next Unc of approach ought to be. ‘ Lily’s 
unusual peisonahty, which is difficult to detach from her stage 
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character, repels some people while others—like Alfred but 
not always so foolish—^find her fascinating. What about you, 
Richard? ’ 

‘She has a certain fascination—^yes, Mr Mergen,’ I replied, 
in the same manner as before. And I suddenly sounded to 
myself about twenty years older. 

‘Though she has not said anything, I believe she is feeling 
rather hurt that you have not suggested another afternoon for a 
sketch portrait—’ 

‘Now look, Mr Mergen—’ I was my own age again now— 
‘it was only yesterday afternoon I had my first try at her. Now 
Pm taking advantage of the fine weather. Today I did some 
sketching down near Speke, and tomorrow I’m going across to 
the Wirral—’ 

He cut in smoothly: ‘Lily’s giving a little supper party 
tomorrow—she often docs on Saturday nights —and if you’ll 
come too, she’ll invite your uncle and Miss - -Miss—’ 

‘Mapes. Cissie Mapes. Well, it’s very kind of Lily, and if 
Uncle Nick and Clissie accept her invitation, then I’ll come 
along too. Otherwise*—no, Mr Mergen.’ 

lie regarded me in silence for a few heavy moments, his 
ventriloquist’s doll’s mouth contorted into what might have 
been a smile—and might not. ‘Richard, I have been asking 
myself if you are merely naive or what som(* people might call 
“a cool young card”--if you don’t find that description offen¬ 
sive- 

‘Yesterday afternoon, I was called “an artful young sod” 
--and this was after I’d done nothing, said nothing, only taken 
what was being handed out to me. Better tell yourself I’m 
nien'ly naive. That was very good lager, Mr Merg«'n. Thanks.’ 

In the end, Uncle Nick decided he didn’t want to go to Lily’s 
party—a cold bullet supper up in her sitting-room—but said I 
could take Clissie, who hated to miss any party even if she sus¬ 
pected she w'ouldn’t enjoy it. Alfred was there, probably to 
sign the bill, and looking and sounding about the same as he’d 
done in my dressing-room; I was still ‘Dick old man’. Mergen 
was whispering and squelching around. There were two middle- 
aged Liverpool men, business acquaintances of Alfred’s, who 
had managed to leave their wives at home and were now won¬ 
dering if it woitld be just eating, drinking, talking, or would 
suddenly turn into an orgy. laly, who was in pink with some 
white lace and looked very much the demon good-little-giri, 
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almost immediately planted Gissie on to these two middle-aged 
men. Then she took me into a corner, cluttered up with a lai'ge 
armchair, a standard lamp and some bulrushes, to introduce me 
to a nice arrangement of black curls, wide brown eyes and 
dimples, called Phyllis Robinson, who had been expressly 
summoned just to please me. This the girl blushingly denied as 
soon as Lily had left us, to tell the waiter he needn’t stay and to 
tell Alfred to make himself useful, though she, Phyllis, imisted 
upon giving me the armchair itself while she perched on one of 
its arms, saving herself from the standard lamp and the bul¬ 
rushes by bulging over on my side. 

I wouldn’t bother about Phyllis Robinson if this was going 
to be her only appearance on this toui, but as she will turn up 
again, playing a stronger role, I’d better say something about 
her. She was eighteen and for the last five years she’d been 
burning with admiration and enthusiasm for Lily. And now, 
after some help, she had built up arx act that was a frank imi¬ 
tation of Lily’s—she was even known sometimes as the Im- 
cashire Lily Farris —and after a number of local engagements, 
wliic h had just kept her going, she was hoping to get a contract 
from a variety agent in Manchester, who was talking about 
booking her for the summer season on one of the Blackpool 
piers. She felt about Lily what I felt about Turner, Girtin 
and Cotman, but my men were di’ad and her Lily w.is there in 
the same room. And all the time she was praising Lily to me, she 
was w'orshipping her with her eyes, hoping lor a little smile, 
even a glance, aci'oss the room. She was as innocent as a new- 
laid egg; quite pretty and very ‘illy. When I went for more food 
and drink and came back to find Alfred in the armchair, 
looking exhausted after making himself useful, I felt relieved, 
not annoyed. Phyllis and Alfred could now sing Lily’s praises 
together, among the bulrushes. 

Seeing me leave the corner, Lily called me over and intro¬ 
duced me to the tallest and thinnest woman I’d ever seerr. She 
was Lady Ghernock, and Lily told me afterwards she was the 
widow of a rich cotton man. She had immense cheekbones 
gleaming above the caverns of her cheeks, and a sort of lemon- 
tasting mouth, though she could open it wide to laugh, and 
then showed great yellow teeth. She was very smartly dressed 
and looked rather like a member of some French decadent- 
aristocratic set; but she spoke with a broad Lancashire accent 
and didn't seem to have very much more sense than Phyllis 
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Robinson. While we were talking to her, Lily worked herself 
round to stand in front of me, very close, and let one hand drift 
behind her back, to begin pressing and then scrabbling aroimd, 
until I moved and said that Gissie and I ought to be going. 

‘ Ah’ve got a dam’ big ’ouse Ah don’t know what to do with,’ 
said Lady Chernock, shaJking hands. ‘Lily knows all about it, 
don’t yer, love? Tell ’er to bring yer one week-end.’ 

Gissie was more than ready to go. She’d had more than she 
wanted of the two middle-aged men and Mergen. It was a 
fine night so we decided to walk back to our hotel. She’d had a 
few drinks and she took my arm and kept close to me all the way. 

‘I wouldn’t have gone but I thought it might cheer me up. 
But it didn’t. Not with that lot. I’m feeling miserable, Dick 
dear. You’ll say I’m always telling you that—but this time it’s 
different. To begin with, I have this funny feeling. I’ve had it 
ever since we started on this tour. I hoped we’d have some nice 
friendly people with us —specially a woman or two I could talk 
to—but we haven’t. That Miss Duffield who looks after the 
dogs—aren’t they sweet?—she wouldn’t be bad but she’s no 
life in her—all worn-out and frightened of her brother—or 
something. As for Lily Farris and that Mergen, they’re begin¬ 
ning to give me the creeps. Dick, you won’t get mij^d up with 
them—promise. Nick doesn’t like ’em, y’know.’ 

‘I don’t know that / do, Gissie. But if I let Uncle Nick 
decide for me, I wouldn’t be seeing much company.’ 

‘ He laughs at me when I tell him about this funny feeling. 
But he’s been getting grumpiei and grumpier ever since we came 
to Liverpool -and it’s not the audiences and the business, 
they’re all right.’ 

‘He can’t work out his two-dwarf tiick—’ 

‘And that’s another thing. It’s bad enough having one 
dwaif—Barney’s such a little nuisance now; I’ve had to slap 
him hard twice this week when we’re in the dark together—so 
what’s it going to be like with tivoT 

‘Better perhaps, Gissie. There are serious and sensible 
dwarfs. We saw one in London —' 

‘Look out, Dick.’ She clutched me harder. There w’ere 
gangs of roaring and rolling drunks about, some of them 
trying to sing Lily’s—and Mergen’s—songs. True, there were 
also some giant policemen. But you had to be careful and 
watch where you were going. Shadows came suddenly and 
threateningly alive. 
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‘Do you think he found another woman in London, Dick?* 
she asked. 

‘If he did, he hasn’t said anything to me about it, Cissie. 
But then he wouldn’t. However, if I’d to make a guess, I’d say 
No.’ 

‘I don’t think he wants me at all now—except for the act. 
Oh—^he’s still liable to say “Come on, girl”—might do it to¬ 
night. But what’s that? Anybody would do—except that lamp- 
post of a woman you were talking to. I think he’d draw the line 
there.’ She giggled. Then she was serious again. ‘Don’t you go 
and get tangled up with Lily Farris the way you did with Julie 
Blane. I bet she’s an even more peculiar bitch. What’s become 
of that nice little Nancy Ellis—don’t you know?’ 

‘No, I don’t, Cissie. I've written to her but she doesn’t reply.’ 

‘Oh—well, you know what letters are in this business. Or 
if you don’t, I’ll tell you. They get lost, returned to sender, or 
follow you around for months. So don’t give up hope, dear. 
/\nd anyhow, wherever she is, she's a nice kid and well out of 
this lot. No, Dick, honestly—I have tliis fuimy feeling all the 
time. I'rouble’s on its way.’ 

Cissie, though we didn’t say it then, was an intuitive. 


3 

We p lav Eli THE Palace, Manchester, after Liverpool, and 
it was while we were there that Cassic had one very good day, I 
think the last before everything went sour and then rotten. 
The weather during the earlier p.irt of the week was wonderful, 
the bluc-and-gold Maytime of the old poets. One Tuesday 
night, Uncle Nick heard me describe how I’d been by train that 
day, to do some painting, down to the Peak District. He wanted 
to try out a 6o-h.p. Napier he’d been offered, so he arranged to 
take it out for the day on Wednesday. We’d have a picnic lunch, 
champagne and all; he would drop me wherever I felt like doing 
some painting; he could go roaring up and down and around 
the Derbyshire hills; and Cissie could go along with him or stay 
with me, whichever she preferred. And it worked beautifully. 
He was happy, trying out the Napier, a sporting car but reason¬ 
ably roomy 2 ind magnificent with all its shining brasswork. I was 

213 



happy because I did a couple of watercolours I wasn’t ashamed 
of—one in the morning, among the higher hills in the northern 
part of the county; one in the afternoon, further south, where 
the walls are like white veins in a green hand. And Cissie, who 
spent the morning roaring round with Uncle Nick and the 
afternoon near me, and of course was with both of us when she 
spread our lunch out on the grass, was perhaps the happiest of 
all. She was no country girl but she had the deep feminine 
delight in an excursion and a picnic on a beautiful day, and 
the even deeper joy, rising from the very depths of the heart, 
which most women seem to feel when they are with their men 
and those men are happy. (It is an argument, I suspect, for tlie 
essential superiority of Woman, able to be entranced not by 
pursuits but states of mind.) And if I remember and celebrate 
that day, it is not only for the work 1 did, the best I was to do 
for some time, but also because I like to remember Clissie as she 
was that day. For once I hadn’t to feel sorry for her. 

H" the next day had bceia fine, I’d have gone down there 
agaiii, but the weather suddenly broke and so, still feeling 
in a painting mood, I rang up Lily at the Midland Hotel and 
told her that if she was free to sit I’d have another try at her 
that afternoon. Neither Alfred nor Mergen was theje, and I 
was able to work for a couple of hours without any inleriuption, 
though of course I allowed Lily to relax or move about every 
twenty minutes or so. I don’t pretend to be a portrait man, and 
now it’s many years since I've even attempted a head, but that 
afternoon the careless boldness of the immature artist, who 
doesn’t know what he can do and what he can't do, served me 
well. After two hasty attempts, going wrong from the start, that 
I tore irp, 1 got near to what I warrted, with a rather delicate 
pen-and-wash drawing that suggested the changeling, half- 
fascinating, half-repellent quality of her personality. It does 
still, for I have just been looking at it, and then returning 
through it to that over-furnished plushy sitting-room in the 
Midland Hotel, Manchester, over half a century ago, with the 
rain and the smoky air cutting down the light from its big 
windows. 

When I told her I’d finished, she came over and looked. 
She’d been very quiet, very good. ‘Is that me?’ 

‘It’s the best I can do. But I’m not Augustus John, y’know, 
Lily.’ 

‘ Can I have it, Dick? ’ 
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‘No, Lily, I’m sorry but you can’t. I might be able to do a 
fairly exact copy, or I could have it photographed for you—^no 
colour of course—and then you could have as many copies as 
you wanted.’ 

She nodded, not thinking about what I’d siiid, and moved 
away to sit down. ‘You don’t know what you’re like outside— 
not really—do you? Only what you’re like inside. And there 
I’m a bleeding mess.’ 

I said nothing to this but very quietly began tidying up. 

‘You don’t like my act. Oh—I know—the news soon gets 
round. You think it’s just a lot of horse-shit. But there’s a part 
of me—perhaps a little part, but it’s there all right—that 
bclif'vcs in all those stiles by the meadow and honeysuckle 
Hues and old mill streams. Like you believe for a minute or two 
what you see and read on Christinas cards. I don't know where 
those lovers’ lanes and honeymoon rose-gardens are. What I 
know is where they aren't —in a house in West Ham fit for a 
famik of three and stutfed with ten, where your mother starts 
drinking because another one’s on the way, where your jolly 
I'nck Cliir, liatk from the sea, t.ikes yijur bloomers down 
when yoii'io only twelve, where oh, shut me up!’ She waited 
a moment or tno while I went on qnietlv parking uj) my gear. 
‘So tliert'’s a part of me left o\ei that beli'wes that somewhere 
it’s dilfeiant, and that’s the pait of me I sing with--at least 
while I'm singing softly with the jii.ino, before the band’s come 
in on the M-eond chorus and I'm belting it to the back of the 
gallery. And I'm singing mostly to peojile w'ho arc in as big a 
bloody mess insich' as I <'.m. ’I'hat’s not you, Dick, or that cool 
clever devil of an uncle aou’vc got. And I'll give you a tip, 
while I’m in the mood. Don’t ge t mixed up with me. Or Morgen 
— e specially him.’ 

‘Who is he and where did In' come from, Lily?’ 

‘I don’t know' exactly. But I do know he’d a big rc'putation 
as a classical mu-sician before he had to leave Prague. And I 
don’t know' ^vhy he had to leave in a hurry, but 1 can guess. 
Now, Dick, you’re a nice cle\er kid--so push off before I start 
something I can't fini.sh, like last time, and get angry with 
myself and then angry with you. We’ll keep it clean and easy 
for once.’ 

For the next three weeks 1 don’t think I exchanged a dozen 
W’ords with cither Lily or Mergc-n. What they were up to, during 
that time, I don’t know, though Cissie told me she’d seen them 
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both backstage and outside with the Americans, Benton, Duff 
and Marcus. We were playing all the larger Lancashire in¬ 
dustrial towns, and to this day I never see one of Lowry’s 
pictures—^those with the factory chimneys, the high brick walls 
that might belong to a prison, the narrow streets going nowhere 
in particular and their dark matchstick people on their way to 
the same nowhere—without remembering that tour. I tried a 
few uncluttered street scenes, but their blacks and reds, their 
hard contrasts of light and shade, were too strong for the style 
and tone I preferred in water-colours: they needed an oils man 
or a savage etcher. Of course I could always get out of the towns, 
even in industrial Lancashire, but except when w'c went further 
north, to Preston and Blackburn and Burnley (this last quite 
close to my beloved Pennines), the flat half-ruined countryside, 
though it ofl'ered some curious elTccts and tones I could have 
captured later, depressed me so much that I would merely 
mooch around in the sunshine and do no real woik. 

However, the audiences were good, and our act went 
particularly well, perhaps because wc seemed to them, after 
the mills and the nairow dark streets, to olfer them more than 
one kind of magic. Out night, a second house too, I remember, 
the Rival Ma^iciam illusiotr went wrong. This dipended orr 
Barney, wearing his stilt-boots as the rival rnagiciarr, jumping 
oirt of them and ajrparcntly collapsing into a rntTC hirddle of 
robes as soon as I'ncle Nitk fired his green flash. But at this 
peiformance, after the flash wTnt nothing happened except 
that the rival magician began sw.i}ing, as if ho were drunk, 
aird then of course the laughs begarr. It was the only time 1 
remember wherj Ihrcle Nick lost liis irerve, suddenly helpless 
in his surprise and disgust, and the only time I was able to 
rescue him. I’d been crouchirrg, a little fitrlhcr upstage, the 
mere attendant feat ful in the presence ol these mighty magicians; 
and now realising that something would have to be done, I 
sprang up and lot ward, shook Barney hard to free hiirr from the 
boots, pushed hint so that he dropped into his huddle of robes, 
to achieve the vanishing efleet, and then, while the laughs 
built up to solid applause, 1 bent down and hurriedly pushed 
the invisible Bruncy arrd his robes clean olf the stage into th<* 
wings. Then I hurried back and humbly bowed before the 
greater magician, giving Uncle Nick, now himself again, a 
chance to acknow ledge both my adoration and the applause. 

Once he had taken his final call, Uncle Nick came off to 
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pounce upon poor Barney, trembling in the wings, and rush 
him up to his, Uncle Nick’s, dressing-room, to give him hell. I 
let them go and went behind—^it was now the intermission, and 
they were taking down our temple set—to find Sam, who was 
responsible for our props, asked him for the stilt-boots and then 
took them upstairs with me. I changed quickly, because I 
always felt uneasy and rather silly in my Indian rig, and carried 
the boots along to Uncle Nick’s dressing-room. He was still 
in his costume and make-up and so was Barney, and an odd 
pair they looked in that room, no Indian temple. Uncle Nick 
was sitting up straight, looking hugely impressive and glaring 
down at the wretched Barney, who was grovelling at his feet, 
half-crying and screaming, ‘Mis’ Ollanton, Mis’ Ollanton— 
please, please. Mis’ Ollanton!’ As soon as I was inside, Barney 
scuttled off. 

I might have known I’d get no thanks from Uncle Nick for 
my improvisation. ‘We’re doing my aet, lad,’ he began. ‘If 
you want one of your own, go and build it up, then try to get 
bookings for it.’ 

‘I was wrong then, was I?’ 

‘Well, what do you tliink?’ 

‘It seemed to me I was saving the illusion, perhaps the whole 
act. But if 1 was wrong, then the next time wc have an accident 
I do nothing, I just wait for you to do something—^is that 
it?’ 

‘That’s exactly it, lad,’ he replied coolly. ‘ Even if I seem to he 
making a balls of it, you’ve got to leave it to me. After all, it’s 
my responsibility. But if you and the others start improving on 
what we’ve rehearsed, inventing new bits of business, in a few 
weeks we won’t have an act at all. I’ll admit that this once I 
wasn’t bright and you were and what you did came off, but 
don’t ever do it again, lad. It’s still my act whether it goes right 
or wrong. Now what about these boots?’ 

As I handed them over, I told liim I didn’t think they were 
right, and though I knew Barney was apt to be careless, I also 
knew that he was having trouble with the boots and had com¬ 
plained about them several times. 

‘We’ll take the Rival Magicians out and put the Mag^c Ball 
back in its place,’ he said slowly, still looking at the boots. 
‘ Catch Sam before he goes, and warn him. We’ll run through 
the Dali at twelve tomorrow. As for these stilt-boots, I think 
I know a way to improve ’em so that Barney can get out of’em 



quicker and also move better when he has them on. It can be 
done, Richard. What can’t be done is to improve that silly 
little bugger. I don’t know why I keep him on.’ But what we 
both didn’t know then was that the improved stilt-boots would 
help to save Barney’s life. 

It must have been two or three days later when I received 
a letter, forwarded by Bosenby’s office, from Julie Blane in 
Cape Town: 

Dear Dick, 

This xvon't be a letter about theatre life in S. Africa because we have 
hardly begun, but I like the company and I have been given two good 
parts and it’s all a welcome change from playing twice-nightly in those 
ghastly towns. I am sure you understand now why I didn’t want to see 
you after that horrible Sunday night. Though I was genuinely fond of 
you, there was not enough that was real between m to withstand the 
embarrassment and feeling of humiliation that came with that night. 
But the real reason I am writing is to explain u hat happened at Plymouth 
and why Nancy, poor child, didn’t want to 9peak to you. It was all my 
fault, Dick dear, and I behaved in the bitchiest fashion. When I went 
behind after the pantomime matink with Tommy Beamish and he went 
to fee one of his comic pals, I saw Nancy and she told me she had to 
change in a hurry because she was meeting you for tea. Then—and I 
suppose it was a kind ofjealousy or envy because she seemed so young and 
eager—I told her she needn't bother and then told her about us. She was 
iipsd naturally, but ij she cures anything about you she'll come round. 
Perhaps by this time you are meeting regulnily or at least writing to each 
other. If so you won't need this letter, but ij you are not then it might he 
usejul. And if I know anything about girls, she is secutly devoted to you — 
unless of course some other attractive and attentive boy has turned up. 
And 1 think—this is a compliment- he will have to be lery attractive 
and very attentive to drive you out of her mind. There! 

Please keep on painting, Dick dear, and don't dream of staying in 
Vaiiely even a month longer than you feel you need to do. 

} our still afjeclionate 
JULIE. 

This letter did two things. Before it arrived I might have had 
a lot of feeling for Julie that I was, so to speak, hiding from 
myself. This letter proved I hadn’t. It released no hidden 
feeling at all. As far as Julie was concerned, I read it quite 
coldly: she didn’t seem to mean anything to me. But the letter 
also proved that <Ulhough I might not have been thinking so 
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often and hard about Nancy, I must have accumulated, without 
knowing it, a store of feeling about her that this letter now 
revealed. I astonished myself, which is something that hap¬ 
pens more often than most of us like to admit. As soon as I read 
this letter a second time, it was from a ghost about somebody 
who was terribly real. The result was that although I didn’t 
reply to Julie, I urote another ver>' long letter to Nancy, 
explaining everything. It was as if I was having a race with this 
other attractive and attentive chap, though for all I knew, nfit 
a word coming back from Nancy, he might ha\ e already mrived 
to take complete possession of her. I couldn’t see Nancy keeping 
two oi three chaps on stiings, pl.ising one off against the other, 
trying to settle lor the best bet. I was sure she wvis an all-or- 
nothing gill. 

The trouble was, I was wtU-plaeed onlv in the nothing 
dcpaitmeut, not knowing where she was oi what she was doing, 
writing letters to which theie never came a reply. lake an 
idiot, somehow' I felt that this second long letter of mine mmt 
conipc 1 one from hei as if it belonged to an entirely dilfc'rent 
Older oi esents fiom that which govc'rm'd the unansweiecl long 
lettci I had wiitten in Kettlewcll- and for d.iys I nuade fieue 
demands ,it the stage door foi a h'tt'n and then felt sick with 
disappointment. Moicovei, because some unknown place w'as 
ch.xiged with a magical life because Nancy was there, the last 
ti.ice of auv sue h life vanished fiom whciever I happened to be. 

The stiects seemed meaner, the towns more dismal, and my 
e-MStenee ainomr them stupider and moie tedious, emptier of 
any meaning If I'd been oldei, see ure in the know'ledge of my 
(laft, a mature and dedicated paintei, I could have met this 
challenge by doing inoi c and be ttei work, capturing in form and 
colour both the immediate despair and the distant tantalising 
magic. But I w.as too young and foolish, too uiieenam yet in 
my art. So I trappc'd myself in a vie lous ciiele. Be cause the heart 
went out of mv painting, I was h ft with nothing I wanted to do, 
and then, borcei and lestless, I s.iw evitythiug even woise than 
it was- and much of it was bad enough—witli eve ry shape and 
tone made uglier by my dissatisfaction. I have sometimes 
imagined since them, years afterwards, that the worst horrors of 
our older industrialisation aic ptojec tions in sooty brick, rusting 
iron, sulphur fumes and muck of their people’s inner despair; 
just as our new' industiy, so clean and smooth, tedious and 
deadly, represents the inner world of its new people, in which 
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there is no despair because there never was any hope, because 
there is in fact no deep feeling of any sort. 

Finally, I still had this vziguc idea, which first arrived when 
I saw all those dwarfs, that my life had taken an invisible 
turning towards the unpredictably sinister. It was the equiva¬ 
lent, I suppose, of that ‘funny feeling’ upon which Cissie was 
always mournfully harping. On one level of experience, as 
I have sjud, I was unreasonably surprised and disappointed that 
no reply came from Nancy. But on a level below that, no doubt 
even more unreasonable, I felt obscurely that Nancy couldn't 
be expected to communicate with me. I felt it, I remember, 
when I took the trouble and went to the expense of ringing up 
Fitter in Bosenby’s office, to beg him to find out for me where 
Nancy was. I suddenly felt, rather than saw, that while she was 
moving up one road, we were hurrying down another, wheie, 
round some corner, whatever was sinister w'ould instantly 
threaten us, would stand glaring and roaring like a giant tiger. 
It was almost as if I felt she and I were now in two diflercnt 
worlds. 

I don't know what other people’s experienee has been, but 
I've found that almost always aftei nothing much has haijpened 
for some time, then suddenly a lot happens - bang-bapg-bang! 
And again almost always it is just Avhen you have arrived at a 
time and a place that seem to promise tliat nothing will happen. 
You sit yawning and the roof falls in. I'his is how it went that 
week we played Burlington, a miseiable towm huddled in the 
cindery wastes of South Lancashire. It had a town hall that 
looked like a very large urinal, two hotels—one bad and the 
other very bad -no theatre but a Palace of\'arieties. This was 
smaller and older than the Empires we'd been playing in—the 
dressing-rooms were the w'orst I’d ever seen—and in fact 
Burrington wasn’t part of the circuit we were touring and our 
week there w-as a fill-in date. There was plenty of room behind-- 
though a. lot of it was crammed with rulibish from old panto¬ 
mimes, creating all manner of odd corners and culs-de-sac 
— but the stage area was smaller than usual and Sam, Ben and 1 
had a hell of a job getting in with our Temple set early on 
Monday moniing. The staff behind consisted of old men who 
had been on too long or lads w'ho hadn't been on long enough. 
The lighting equipment ought to have been in a theatrical 
museum. And the band call lasted over three hours and even 
then many of us simply gave up in disgust, not recognising our 
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own music, for the orchestra of the Burlington Palace of Varieties 
didn’t offer us the usual sixteen or so players but only eight, 
including the musical director himself, an old man with a dyed 
blue-black moustache who in theory played the piano and 
conducted and in practice did neither. So perhaps, after all, I 
oughtn’t to have been surprised when so much happened at 
Burrington, because right from the start we wore all losing our 
tempers or feeling horribly depressed. 


4 


1 HAD ALREADY lost my temper and was now feeling depress¬ 
ed, washing a leathery meal pie down with a pint of bitter at 
the usual pub-round-the-corner, uhen Morgen joined m'* at the 
bar, mopping his face and then asking lor a large brandy. I’d 
been keeping away from him and Lily, but I could imagine 
what he’d gone through at the band call and saw him now- as a 
ffllow-sunerer. 

‘I tell you, Rif hard,’ he began, after he had swallowed 
half the brandy and had given his face a final mopping, ‘Joe 
Bosenb> must have been insane wdien he booked us into surh a 
place as this. I thought Lily and I had seen the last of such 
places years ago. What she will say tonight, I cannot imagine.’ 

'I know what Uncle Nick w'ill say when he tries to w'oik on 
that stage,’ I told him, ‘ that is, if he says anything and doesn’t 
simply blow up.’ 

‘The hotel is equally bad. We are at the Imperial. Are you?' 

‘No. Uncle Nick can ahvays find one that’s worse. The 
Victoria. The rooms smf'll like old magazines in an attic. I 
don’t like getting drunk but I don’t know what else I’m going 
to do.’ 

‘I can offer you something better,' he said in his careful 
soft way. ‘In fact Lily gave me a message for you. It is about 
tonight, when I think we shall need something to make us feel 
life is still worth living. Her pretty and charming young 
admirer—the Miss Robinson you met in Manchester—has an 
engagement at what she calls “a smoking concert” a few miles 
from here, so Lily, w'ho can be very kind, has asked her to spend 
the night with us at the Imperial. And you, Richard, are 
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specially invited to join us at supper. The food and drink will 
not be bad because we have made our own arrangements. 
There will only be the four of us, and I think you will find 
that pretty little Phyllis will not be as shy as she was in Man¬ 
chester.’ He noticed that I hesitated, so he went on: T think we 
might say it will be altogether more agreeable than going 
back to your even worse hotel, with your uncle, not in the best 
of tempers, and his fnghtened Miss Mapes. Good food and 
drink—and a pretty girl—um?’ 

Still feeling a bit uncertain, I thanked him and said I would 
see how I felt after the second house. ‘It’s going to be hell, I 
know, and I might feel fit for nothing except crawling into bed.’ 

‘You say that because you have already had a very long 
morning. You need a rest. But tonight, after it is all over, you 
will be longing for a good supper and cheerful and charming 
female company. I am an old performer and I know, Richard. 
When you have changed, go back to the hotel with your uncle, 
don’t eat but have a drink or two—I strongly recommend 
two-thirds sherry and one-third brandy as an aperitif —then ask 
the hotel to lend you a key if there is no night porter, and join 
us about eleven o’clock. We have taken the whole of the third 
floor, which sounds more extravagant than it is, becaiise there 
are only four rooms—Lily has had one bedroom turned into 
a sittiivg-room—but it does mean we shan’t be disturbed. So 
all you have to do at eleven o’clock is to make your way to the 
third floor of the Imperial. "J’hat will not be too difficult, will it?’ 

T gave him a long hard look. 1 couldn’t help feeling that by 
talking to me as if I were a timid child, he was trying to shame 
mo into accepting. Then he must have realised that he’d over¬ 
done it. ‘I’he other thing is that Lily will be so disappointed if 
you do not complete her little party. You stand very high in 
her regard, Richard. And since she has received the photographs 
of the portrait you made of her, she is very anxious to give you 
something in return. So tonight there will be good food and 
drink and a pretty girl who believes that Lily’s slightest wish is 
law. Perhaps I am a little jealous. I say to myself if only I were 
a good-looking young man.’ He tried to look wistful but those 
hard little pewter eyes ruined the effect. 

‘Yes, I’ll bet you do, Mr Mergen. Well, thanks for the 
invitation. But I don’t know now what I’ll feel like doing by 
the time we’ve got through the second house tonight. It’s 
going to be hell.’ 


222 



And it was. Trying to please a first house that hardly existed— 
after all, it was a fine evening in early summer—I nearly broke 
my neck as the Vanishing Cyclist. Uncle Nick, who hadn’t played 
for years on a stage as small and badly equipped as this, spent 
the time between our performances rearranging the act, cutting 
out every big effect, and composing long abusive telegrams to 
Joe Bosenby. He had reached boiling point in about twenty 
seconds, just before we went on at the first house, and he stayed 
there for the rest of the evening. When we went back to our 
hotel, all he cared about was sending his final version of the 
telegram and also trying to reach Joe Bosenby by telephone. 
Cissie w as silent and seemed miserable. Mergen had been quite 
right; I now found myself eager to go somewhere and do some¬ 
thing; and I even tried the drink he recommended—two parts 
sherrv to one of brandy—but didn’t care for it. The Victoria 
Hotel hadn’t a night potter or any front door keys to lend me, 
and seemed to think I should either stay in or go out for the 
night. In the end I gave a woman in the kitehen a shilling to 
leave a small side-door open for me. By this time it was eleven 
o’clock, and I strolled down the road and then across the 
square to the Imptiial. It was a night of stars, and the general 
conclusion up there, I gathered from a glance or two, was that 
another speck of dust had turned into an imbetile. I hope by 
now it’s clear that I was uncertain about this Lily-Meigen 
party. But I was also feeling very hungry. 

In that bedroom-turned-sitting-ioom on the third floor, 
where a cold supper— smoked salmon, chit ken and ham, trifle— 
had been laid out, lalv embraced me warmly and ordered 
Phyllis-my-darling to do the same, which I must say she did 
without any awkward bashfulness. Phyllis was looking very 
pretty, the flush in her checks suiting her turls-and-dimples 
style. She was wearing a bright emerald evening drtss, to stun 
them, I suppose, at the smoking concert. And I had an idea 
that she’d been given, either here or among the smokers, a 
few glasses of Cissie’s favourite tipple—port-and-lemon. 

We were a bit crowded at the improvised little supper table, 
where Mergen kept our glasses filled with hock. It was a thirsty 
sort of night; the smoked salmon and the ham were rather 
salty; there was plenty of cool hock within easy reach (Mergen 
must have had at least three opened bottles down beside his 
chair); we were talking loudly and laughing; so we drank a lot. 
We denounced smoking concerts; we denounced the Palace of 
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Varieties, Barrington; we shouted ‘No—areally—^listen’ at one 
another, or at least Lily and Phyllis and I did, while under¬ 
neath the table our legs had begun to lead an intimate life of 
their own. All this would have been very jolly—and I won’t 
pretend I wasn’t enjoying most of it—^if I hadn’t been sitting 
opposite Mcrgen and occasionally noticing a look in his eyes 
that didn’t seem to have anything to do with his fat smiles and 
gurgles and funny stories. It was is if somebody else, cold and 
watchful and a bit mad, was looking through those eyes. 
However, by the time we’d finished eating I stopped noticing 
them, if only because Lily had introduced some caper about 
drinking healths that demanded she should put her arms round 
my neck and kiss me and also demanded that Phyllis should fol¬ 
low her example. But now Phyllis’s arm-flinging was so wild and 
her kisses so wet and her giggling so pcisistent, she svas obviously 
more than half-sozzled. I wasn’t there to represent any tem¬ 
perance society, and I’d had my share of the wine and could 
feel I had, but after all this was a kid of eighteen, smoking 
concerts or no smoking concerts, a kid who hardly knew what 
she was doing and didn’t care so long as she was doing what 
Lily told her to do. 

So I shook my head at Mcrgen when he reached across to fill 
her glass again, but if he saw me he paid no attention, and laly 
w'as demanding another toast. Two minutes later, laughing 
senselessly, Phyllis threw herself back in her chair and went 
over with it. She hadn’t hurt herself—they never do—but 
was lying there, her eyes closed, making dreamy bubbling 
noises, obviously ready for bed and not for any return to the 
table. I pulled her up and then lily, who was stronger than she 
looked, took hold of her, telling Mei'gen to open the bedroom 
door and then give me some brandy. This door was not outside 
but near the window of the room we were in, and if anybody 
wants to know why bedrooms should lead into each other, on 
the third floor of the Imperial Hotel, Burrington, I have no 
reply; I didn’t design the place, and that’s how it was. When 
I.ily, half-leading, lialf'Carrying Phyllis, disappeared behind 
this door, Mcrgen closed it and approached me with a bottle ot 
brandy and a glass. 

‘Richard, you will have some of course.’ His eyes didn’t 
sparkle, they weren’t that kind, but they seemed to shine a 
little, like pewter with some sun in the room. 

‘No, thanks.’ 
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‘My dear boy, I cannot accept your refusal. Brandy at such 
a moment as this is the unbeliever’s benediction.’ 

‘I dare say, but I don’t want any.* 

‘I believe you will change your mind.’ He must have 
noticed that I was staring in the direction of that bedroom door, 
for he went on: ‘ Phyllis is a beautiful girl, don't you think?’ 

‘No, not beautiful—but quite pretty.’ 

‘Ah—^you speak as an artist. But at this moment in her life, 
we might say, she is like a peach—or a pear—perfectly ripe 
for picking—and enjoying.’ He poured brandy into three 
glasses, took a sip or two from his own glass, closed his eyes and 
wagged his head slowly, to show what a wonderful time he was 
giving himself. I wasn’t impressed. Also, I didn’t like this peach¬ 
picking lip-smacking talk of his. 

He came out of the brandy to twist his thick rubbery lips 
into a smile. ‘I envy you. I admit it— I envy you. To be your 
age again—ah!’ 

‘It’s none of my business, but how old are you?’ 

‘Older than I look, older than you think. Too old. Much 
too old.’ Pie pulled an extraordinary face, somehow squeezing 
all his features together. When he liad let them go again, he 
took a good swig of his brandy, without any eye-closing and 
head-wagging this time. It seemed to me then that he was 
getting a bit sozzled. 

Lily came out of the bedroom, looking curiously brisk and 
businesslike. ‘Brandy for me?’ she enquired, and when Mergen 
had handed her a glass, she gave him a dismissing kind of nod, 
and without saying a word lie went into the bedroom. ‘Don’t 
you want any brandy, Dick?’ 

‘ No, thanks, Lily. What I want is to know what’s going on.’ 

‘You’re a lucky boy,’ she said, after she’d swallowed some 
brandy as if it were water. No eye-closing and head-wagging 
with her: down it went; and then she talked. ‘You could have 
tried for three months and you wouldn’t be as close to it as you 
are now. I’m giving it to you on a plate, and all you can do is 
to stand there looking sulky and suspicious. But it suits you, 
and I expect you know it—^you artful young sod.’ 

This was to be the Manchester scene in reverse, for there 
she’d called me that after she’d played wdth me, but this time, 
having told me what I was, green-eyed again and with her nose 
quivering she went into her act, her tongue going into my mouth 
like a parcel into a letter-box, and her hands busier than ever. 
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And this time, though I won’t pretend I felt nothing, it was I 
who stepped back and escaped. 

‘Oh—come on, you’re all right,’ she cried impatiently. 
And she grabbed me by the wrist and pulled me towards the 
bedroom door. ‘And now—^for God’s sake—what more do you 
want? Look!’ 

I thought afterwards they’d have been much cleverer, with 
what they had in mind, if they’d left young Phyllis half-un¬ 
dressed on that bed instead of stripping her out of every stitch, 
spreading her out there completely naked. It might be because 
I’d attended a life class or because my mind simply worked that 
way, but it is a fact that I didn’t see her in terms of sex at all 
but as a figure sharply illuminated by the light above the bed, 
with rosy highlights and greenish shadows, with exquisite 
curves of breasts and thighs, one hand covering her eyes and 
the other turned up at the end of an outflung arm. I was staring 
at Woman, not at Phyllis Robinson, stripped and helpless in a 
stupor. 

‘Here she is,’ I heard Mergen saying. ‘Take her, my dear 
boy, take her.’ 

‘And hurry up. Give it to her.’ This was Lily, breathing 
hard, almost in niy ear. She began fiddling with my buttons and 
I pushed her away. I thought I heard her hiss at me. 

I turned to Mergen. “Now then, wJiat exactly is the idea?’ 
Not that I didn’t know by that time, but I wanted to make him 
come out with it. 

‘I’here she is, Richard. You enjoy her. We enjoy your enjoy¬ 
ment. People have different tastes, you must understand—’ 

But then Lily came hissing up, far gone in whatever was the 
matter with her, and I slapped her face—hard. Before she 
could do anything but let out a screech, I rushed her through 
the doorway and gave her a final shove that sent her cannoning 
into some furniture. I rushed back into the bedroom to lock 
that door against her. Mergen hadn’t moved and looked like a 
huge horrible old image made of wax. 

I opened the other door, the one for the corridor. ‘Out,’ 
I told him, ‘or I’ll set about you—by God I will. I’ll knock the 
shit out of you, Mergen. You’d enjoy watching me rape a nice 
little sozzled virgin, would you? Outside—go on.’ 

He moved now, slowly, lumbering towards the doorway like 
half a defeated army. Then he turned: ‘What are you going to 
do?’ he enquired, hoarsely. 
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‘Nothing you’d enjoy watching.’ I could hear Lily at the 
other door now, scrabbling at it with her nails like a giant 
cat. ‘And—listen. Tell Lily if she doesn't stop that, I’ll come 
round and slap her till she can’t see.’ 

As soon as he’d gone, I pulled the bedspread slowly and 
carefully from under Phyllis and covered her with it, pushed a 
pillow under her head, took the key out of the door into the 
corridor, turned out the light, then locked the door from the 
outside. This meant that Phyllis was now safely behind two 
locked doors, just in case Lily and Mcrgen thought of some 
other way of enjoying themselves, but I felt she ought to be 
able to unlock the corridor door, if only to look for a bathroom, 
and then I saw there was suflicient space under the door for 
me to push the key through with a pencil, far enough for the 
silly little goose to sec it when she returned to her senses. 

I’ve described exactly what I did and what I said but by 
leaving out what I was feeling, the rapid heaitbeats, the ner¬ 
vous catching of breath, I realise that I’ve presented myself 
as altogether too much of a cool, determined, virtuously 
hi-roic figure. So now I’ll add that about halfway between the 
I'upcrial and V'ictoria hotels I had to stop —and fortunately 
there was nobody about—because the waves of nausea were 
mounting higher, the cold sweat was thickening, a sour tide of 
bile was sweeping up my throat, so that I had to spew the 
splendid hospitality of Lily Fanis and Otto Mergcn into the 
gutter. 

And though there were many weeks of the tour still to go, 
I never spoke to either of them again. They never even looked 
at me. 


5 

On THE THURSDAY moming of that week in Burrington, I 
was sitting over the ruins of my breakfast, smoking a pipe at the 
Manchester Guardian and trying, not for the first time, to work 
up some interest in Asquith’s Home Rule Bill and the Problem 
of Ulster, when the policeman jurrived. 

‘Which arc you?’ he said. 

‘What are you talking about?’ 
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He looked at a notebook. ‘There’s three of you here, isn’t 
there? OUanton, Mapes, Herncastle, I’ve got. So which are 
you?’ 

‘I’m Herncastle. And I’d say that OUanton and Mapes are 
still in bed. Why? What are we supposed to have done? ’ 

‘You’U be told. Superintendent Hill wants to see you at 
half-past eleven sharp on the stage of the Palace. Now do I 
go up and tell these other two or do you? ’ 

‘Oh—I’ll go. Let’s see if I’ve got the message right.’ I 
repeated it. ‘But I don’t see Mr OUanton parading for the 
police unless I give him some reason for going.’ 

‘There’s been a body found,’ said the policeman. ‘You’U 
be told all about it.’ And off he went. 

Uncle Nick was shaving. It was a pleasure to watch him 
shaving, for he kept his German hollow-ground razor beautifully 
sharp and he held it and moved it as if it were a feather passing 
over his skin. Every time I caught sight of him shaving I had 
to remind myself that I’d never been good with a cut-throat and 
was much better off with a safety razor. 

‘A body found?’ He gave me one of liis suspicious dark 
looks. ‘Is that all he said.^' 

‘Except that we’d be told. By the Big Chief, I suppose. 
Where’s Cissie?’ 

‘I can’t teU you, lad. She might be sitting on the W.C. 
having a good cry. She’s s<*ntimental and constipated, so she 
spends a lot of time in there. I’ll tell her. But I wish you’d told 
that bobby to come up here. I’d have got more out of him than 
th.xt. Body found! That’s n(U enough.’ He lathered his chin 
again. 

‘I know. But if they’re calling everybody on the bill to 
assemble on the stage, that must mean the body was found in 
the Palace.’ 

Uncle Nick made a kind of affirming noise as he shaved 
round his mouth. Then, when he was able to talk: ‘Yes, I 
worked that one out for myself, Sherlock Holmes. Might 
possibly be one of the ».ompany too, though they’ve got stage 
hands down there that have been dead for years—only nobody’s 
noticed. Well, you pop off. I’U bring Cissie along.’ 

Just after half-past eleven, there were more people on the 
stage of the Burrington Palace of Varieties than it had seen for 
a very long time. There were about twenty of us pro’s, and 
another twenty or so of staff, including the eight from the 
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miserable band. There were three police in uniform, two 
constables and a sergeant, then a middle-aged man and a 
youngish man in plain clothes, and then of coxirse Superin¬ 
tendent Hill himself, who was elderly and fat and a great gasper 
and wheezer, rather like an old shunting locomotive. It was 
ironical that all Cissie’s and my vague premonitions of disaster 
should be confirmed, the label Sinister firmly plastered on to 
this tour, by this gasping and wheezing old codger. 

‘Sorry—cause any inconvenience—but no option,’ he 
began, staring indignantly at nobody in particular. ‘Plain case 
of murder.’ We all gasped with him. ‘Body of young woman— 
discovered by theatre fireman—early this morning. Medical 
report confirms—death by strangulation. Body identified— 
voung woman known as—Nonic Colmar—member of acrobatic 
troupe. Medical and other evidence—^suggests she was strangled 
towards end or just after—second house last night.’ 

Here Gustav Colmar shouted something in very rapid and 
furious French and looked as if he were about to make a head¬ 
long charge at the policemen, but the young Colmars restrained 
him. The superintendent waited, looking patient now instead 
of indignant, and then went on: ‘Only chance—finding person 
guilty of this brutal crime—^have your co-operation. Certain 
questions—must be answered—this morning. When did you— 
last see—young woman, Nonic Colmar, alive? At wliat time— 
did you—leave theatre last night? Must warn you—exact 
truth—absolutely nccessaiy. Inspector—word from you?’ 

The middle-aged man in plain clothes said severely: ‘In 
a minute I’ll tell you how ^^e’ll set about this question-and- 
answer business. But in case any of you think it’s funny and 
feel like doing a turn, I just want to say that in my opinion 
one of you, standing here on tliis stage, is a callous brutal 
murderer, who’s killed at least once and might do it again 
unless we catch him and hang him. So let’s not be lunny about 
it nor have any lies.’ 

We were then divided up between the police for questioning, 
and perhaps because the Ganga Dun Conipany ranked among 
the more important performers, it was the Inspector himself, 
whose name was Furness, who questioned us. Uncle Nick took 
charge of the situation, convincing Furness at once that he, Nick 
Ollanton, was the serious responsible man, on or off the stage. 

‘You won’t have any trouble with us. Inspector,’ said 
Uncle Nick. ‘We come on at the end of the first half- 
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‘I know you do, Mr OUanton,’ said Fumess. ‘I’ve seen the 
show. Very clever. What time did you leave? ’ 

‘Miss Mapes, my nephew Richard Hemcastle and I left 
about ten-past ten, and were in the Victoria Hotel sitting down 
to our supper before half-past. And you can easily check that.’ 

‘Right. Now what about these men?’ He looked at Sam and 
Ben, stolid as ever, and at Barney, who had his mouth wide 
open, kept blinking hard, and was jigging about in his usual 
restless fashion. 

‘You’ll have to ask ’em,’ said Uncle Nick. ‘I didn’t see 
’em after we went up to our dressing-rooms. Ask Sam Hayes. 
He’s been Avith me for years and he’s a reliable steady man. 
And don’t take any notice of little Barney. He’s always like 
that. Most of ’em are.’ 

Sam looked at the Inspector. ‘We’d gone by five-past ten. 
Stage-door keeper must have seen us. Ask him.’ 

‘I’ve already asked him. But he’s an oldish man, not very 
noticing, and, as he says, it’s not his business to clock people in 
and out. Wait a minute. I’ll bring him here.’ 

As we waited, Cissie said shakily: ‘I know I never hked 
her much. But this is terrible. I can hardly believe it. I mean— 
who could have done it? ’ 

‘Don’t look at me, girl,’ said Uncle Nick. ‘I didn’t—’ 

‘You haven’t to be silly, Nick. None of us did.’ 

‘Somebody did.’ 

‘Perhaps a tramp got in somehow,’ said Cissie hopefully. 
It was very common in those days for tramps to be on top of 
any list of suspects. 

But this wasn’t good enough for Uncle Nick. ‘Ifyou’ll believe 
that, you’ll believe anything. Well, Inspector,’ he said as Furness 
returned with the stage-door man, ‘can we get on with this?’ 

‘ I’m as anxious as you are, sir, to get on with it. Now then,’ he 
commanded the stage-door man, ‘ tell them what you told me.’ 

‘ I place these two,’ said the stage-door man, indicating Sam 
and ^n, ‘as going off early, not much after ten. I’d say. But 
not him.’ He pKiinted to Barney. ‘ No, not him.’ 

‘He never sees me,’ B 2 irney shouted. ‘He never sees me. 1 
go in and out—^he never notices. He’s half-blind—I’m small— 
he never sees me. Mis’ OUanton—Mis’ OUanton—’ 

‘Oh—shut it, Barney,’ said Uncle Nick. ‘Sam, dia he leave 
with you two last night? ’ 

‘Yes, he did,’ Sam repUed. ‘Didn’t he, Ben?’ 
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‘That’s right,’ said Ben. ‘The three of ns left together. We 
nearly always do.’ 

‘If Barney was on the far side,’ said Sam, ‘doorman wouldn’t 
notice him.’ 

‘I can imagine that,’ said Furness. ‘And where did you go 
after you left? ’ 

‘Where we’ve been every night,’ Sam told him promptly. 
‘Vaults of the Sun Inn. We like to have a pint or two there 
after we’ve finished.’ 

‘And I could do with one now,’ said Furness. ‘All right, 
you three can go. You go back to the sergeant, stage-door 
keeper.’ As they went off, he looked at Uncle Nick. T doubt 
if we’ll be bothering you again, Mr Ollanton—’ 

‘You mean she was seen alive a good time after we left?’ 
said Uncle Nick coolly. ‘No, you don’t have to reply. I guessed 
that fairly early.’ 

‘Ah—you’re a sharp one, Mr Ollanton. And I guessed that 
fairly early too. If you’d wanted to get rid of that young 
woman, I’ll bet she’d have just vanished—ha ha!’ Now he 
lowered his voice. ‘But as we’re talking, Mr Ollanton, can 
you give me any information that might be useful? ’ 

‘I could—and so could young Richard here, Cissie, just 
wait for us down by the stage-door—I want to spare your 
blushes.’ He waited until, rather slowly and reluctantly, she 
had gone. ‘This is the second time I’ve had these Colmars 
going round with me. We did a longish tour starting last 
September. The girl was nothing in my line—too young and 
flighty—but she was a ripe little piece in her stage costume— 
and she was very fond of pushing her tits around and waggling 
her arse. Ask this lad. He’s the right age to know what she was 
up to. Richard? ’ 

‘She didn’t attract me, not after the first few times I saw 
her in her stage costume, and she soon stopped trying.’ I 
waited a moment. ‘My impression is—but it’s only a guess— 
that she didn’t get much chance outside to be with men, her 
uncle and the other two kept an eye on her. So she made the 
most of her chances backstage to amuse herself. She was a 
born teaser—if you know what I mean—’ 

‘And she teased somebody once too often,’ said Uncle Nick 
softly. 

‘And that means,’ said Furness, softly too, ‘we needn’t 
waste much time on the stage staff.’ 
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‘I hate to admit it—I don’t want to be travelling roimd 
with a murderer—^but I’m afraid that’s true. And anyhow, 
from what I’ve seen of the stage staff here, they wouldn’t have 
anything to tease. But I don’t think there’s any more we can 
tell you. Inspector. So if you don’t mind—* 

‘No, there’s nothing else just now.* 

‘Then I’ve got to talk to the manager here.’ He turned to 
me. ‘Do you realise, lad, that the Colmars’ act is out? The girl 
was essential to it. Either they’ll have to find another girl and 
train her or they’ll have to change the act completely. And I 
don’t see ’em doing that for a week or two, even if they’re kept 
under contract. And if the manager here can’t find a good fill-in 
for tonight, we’ll all have to spread our acts. So you might have 
to warn Sam and Ben. But I’ll see what the manager’s doing. 
You go and wait with Cissie.’ 

‘Could I give her a drink round the corner, Uncle Nick? 
She probably needs one.’ 

‘ Or you do. Go on, then.’ 

Most of the others were still being questioned in groups on 
or around the stage. We’d been let off lightly, no doubt because 
we’d been among the earliest to leave, but also, I suspected, 
because Inspector Furness wasn’t anxious to keep Uncle Nick 
hanging about. As I caught a pzissing glimpse of some of the 
other men on the bill, I couldn’t help feeling glad I knew and 
cared so little about them on this tour. What if it had happened 
on the previous tour and I’d been compelled to wonder about 
Bill Jennings and Hank Johnson and Ricarlo? 

Cissie was waiting near the stage door, looking miserable and 
biting her lower lip and shaking her head at two young reporters. 
All three of them brightened up when they saw me. ‘We’re 
going round the corner for a drink, Cissie. Uncle Nick knows. 
No, I can’t tell you chaps anything, not because I don’t want 
to, but because I don’t know anything. Wait for Inspector 
Furness—he shouldn’t be long.’ 

There was nobody from the Palace in the bar, just a couple 
of oldish men who didn’t like the look of Cissie and probably 
thought she was a tart. I settled Cissie into a corner, bought 
myself a strong ale, and gave Cissie, who said her tummy felt 
queer, a concoction called ‘gin and pep’ recommended by all 
barmaids to ladies with queer tummies. Then of course we 
talked about the murder. She said she could guess what Uncle 
Nick and I had told the Inspector about poor little Nonie, but 
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that didn’t prevent her from demanding to know exactly what 
we had told him. 

After ten minutes of this, she said: ‘I don’t understand you, 
Dick. I mean the way you’re taking this horrible murder—’cos 
that’s what it is. Nick I understand. He’s a hard man and so 
proud he’d never let on anything could upset him. Whatever 
happened, he’d say he’d seen something ten times worse—in 
Berlin or somewhere. But you’re quite different—a nice boy — 
sensitive and artistic and all that—so you ought to be feeling 
how horrible it is. Aren’t you?’ 

‘I expect I am really, Cissie. It’s still too new and strange 
and unreal. Now if I’d seen her—’ 

‘Stop that. I can imagine -and I’ve read about what they 
look like when they’ve been strangled. And I loll you, Dick, 
I’m frightened. It’s all right for you two men— nobody’d try to 
strangle you - but if they don’t catch him it might be my turn 
next week. You don’t know what it’s like being a girl, Dirk. 
You can feel so helpless. You can think you’re alone with a 
nice man and then suddenly you see a look in his eye that makes 
your blood run cold. It’s true, Dick, and it’s not funny. And now 
we know we’re going round with a murderer. And till they 
catch him I’m not going to trust any man on the bill a yard — 
not a single yard. If any of’em tties to stop me in a dark corner. 
I'll scream my head off.’ 

Uncle Nick arrived, not to join us for a drink but to marc h us 
out of the pub. ‘They’ve booked an Irish tenor from Manchester 
as a fill-in,’ he announced. ‘We’ll be pa''ked out tonight, both 
houses—you’ll see—and this fellow’ll bring the place down 
warbling through his adenoids about his dear old Irish mother. 
As soon as the English go to music halls, they love the Irish.’ 

He was right about the houses that night. We played to 
capacity at both performances. Uncle Nick was furious. 
‘Talent wouldn’t bring them in, but a murder will. They were 
wondering which of us looked most like a strangler.’ 

‘I don’t blame ’em,’ said Cissie sharply. ‘That’s what I’m 
wondering too.’ W’e were now back at the hotel, having sup¬ 
per. ‘And so far I’m divided betwc cn that Duffield and the tal¬ 
lest of the American boys and that nasty-looking Mr Mergen—’ 

‘And that’ll do for you, Cissie,’ said Uncle Nick. 

‘What d’you mean, Nick?’ 

‘I’ll explain exactly what I mean, girl. Unless I stop you 
here and now, we're going to have that murder morning, noon 
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and night. You’ll never talk about anything else. So you stop it 
now. Let the police work out who killed her. That’s what they’re 
paid for, though 1 don’t see this lot here getting very far. It’s 
twenty to one they’ll have to call in Scotland Yard. All right, 
let them do it.’ 

‘You’re not human, Nick.* 

‘Sometimes I wish I wasn’t, girl. Now you say you’re fright¬ 
ened—^you’re horror-struck—’ 

‘And so I am.’ 

‘ I dare say. But you’re also like all those bloody clowns who 
packed us out tonight. You’re enjoying it. You’ve tasted blood 
and you’re licking your lips—’ 

Cissie jumped up, glaring at him. ‘ That’s a filthy dirty lie, 
Nick Ollanton. You ought to be ashamed of yourself, talking 
like that to me. I’ve had enough.’ And she huriicd out, crying 
as she went. 

‘There’s something wrong with us, lad,’ said L'ncle Nick, 
ignoring Cissie’s outburst and exit. ‘Did I ever tell you about 
that old Indian who came round to see me?’ 

‘You began telling me but then you stopped yourself.’ 

He nodded sombrely. ‘I'hat old Indian said he saw ri\crs 
and oceans of blood. All our own doing, he said. That’V''hat we 
really wanted.’ 

‘That’s a bit steep, isn’t it, uncle?’ 

‘Maybe. Maybe not. But as soon as we have a murder 
backstage, they’re fighting to get in and take a look at us. 
Talent won’t pull you in if you live in a place like this. It takes 
something quite diflerent. You’ve seen it for yourself, lad. And 
now I’ll tell you what I told Cissic. Leave this murder to the 
police. If you’ve any ideas, keep them to yourself. I don’t want 
to hear about ’em. The only idea I’d like from you— and this is 
a compliment, lad—is something new for the act until I’ve 
worked out the two-dwarf eifect. We couldn’t bring your 
painting in, could we? ’ 

I hesitated. ‘Well—I did have a vague idea—’ 

‘ Come on, let’s have it. You can alwa>’S leave the details to 
me, Richard.’ 

‘The audience choose one of several subjects to be painted— 
a rustic cottage or a cornfield or a ship at sea and so on They’re 
shown two blank canvases. One is put on an easel and is 
turned away from them. I start painting on the other— 
working fast because the subject will be already pencilled in. 
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When I’ve done, say, a third of it, the other canvas is turned 
round to show a third of it too. I do two-thirds; the magic 
canvas has done two-thirds. When I’ve finished, it’s finished 
too—the identical picture. Of course I’ve painted the magic 
canvas first, but in some way it’s covered with blank canvas 
that’s on spring rollers and goes up into the frame. Of course 
I realise that it would be much easier if it wasn’t shown in 
stages, so that there’d be only one big piece of blank canvas to 
release—’ 

‘But not as effective,’ Uncle Nick interrupted eagerly. As 
always he was a different man as soon as he had some trick 
to consider and work out. ‘Y’know, lad, you’ve got the right 
feeling for this sort of work. Now let’s see how we might 
manage it.’ He brought pencils and paper out of his capacious 
inside pocket. For the next half-hour or so we were happily 
at work on various devices for the magic canvas, which. Uncle 
Nick insisted, we must be able to show closely to some members 
of the audience, even allowing them to touch it, before the 
trick began. Naturally I felt rather proud and pleased that 
X*nck Nick should take my idea so seriously. As for him, I 
think he was happy to be away from the daik confusion of life 
111 Bunington and elsewhere, to be m his own little clean and 
lighted kingdom of claboiate but innocent deceit. And perhaps 
I remember this occasion so well because I doubt if I ever saw 
him so easy and happy again. 


6 


But burrington hadn’t done with us yet. Late that same 
Thursday night came another blow. I had a small bedroom at 
the end of a landing. Uncle Nick and Cissie had a much larger 
bedroom on the same landing, but they were not next door to 
me because a bathroom and some kind of sample-cum-show- 
room came between us. I mention this because I think the fact 
that I was along the same landing and yet not next door partly 
explains why Cissie took the chance she did. I had had the 
light out for some time and was more than half asleep when I 
felt rather than saw or heard that somebody had come into the 


room. 
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‘Dick, are you awake? It’s only me—Gissie.’ 

‘What’s the matter?’ 

‘Oh—I’m so frightened, Dick dear. And he doesn’t care. 
Let me stay a while—^please—please. I just want you to hold 
me so I won’t feel frightened. That’s all. Just hold me and tell 
me it’s all right. I haven’t come for that —you know—honestly 
I haven’t—I’m too frightened. But of course I know what it’s 
like for a man, holding a girl, and if you want it, I don’t care— 
just so long as you comfort me.’ 

‘Well, I’m sorry you feel so frightened, Cissie—though 
really you’ve nothing to be frightened of. But this is a bad 
idea, and it just won’t work, and you’ll be sorry in the morning.’ 

‘I don’t care what I feel in the morning. It’s what I feel 
now—’ 

‘Cissie, I’m sorry but I just don’t want you here—for your 
own sake as well as mine. Get back to your room before we’re all 
in trouble.’ 

‘Dick dear, pkase\ Can’t you understand—?’ 

‘He understands all right.’ Cissie gave a little scream, and 
then Uncle Nick switched the light on. He looked almost satanic 
in his long red dressing-gown, glaring down at Cissie, who had 
flung herself half across the bed and, with only a light wap over 
her nightdress, had managed to uncover a lot of herself. ‘He 
understands and so do I. Now get up and get out- -go on.’ 
As soon as she had rushed out, crying hard, he said: ‘She 
thought I was asleep and I wasn’t. So I overheard enough to 
know it was none of your doing, lad. Is it the first time it s 
happened?’ 

‘Yes, Uncle Nick. And don’t be too rough with her. She 
really is frightened half out of her wits—’ 

‘She never had any. And if she’s so frightened, then she 
ought to be glad she’s going. And she is going.’ 

‘Oh—no, uncle—’ 

‘Oh—yes, nephew'. I’ll pay her tomorrow for this w'cek and 
next, but she finishes on Saturday. And I don't want any 
argument. Good night, lad.’ 

Next morning, Friday, as soon cis I saw him—Cissie stayed in 
bed—I begged him to keep her on, but he w'ouldn’t listen and 
declared that he’d been thinking of getting rid of her for some 
time, that she was putting on weight and slowing up the box- 
and-pedestal trick. But I didn’t believe this, though I didn’t 
tell him so. The truth was of course that she’d injured him 
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where it hurt most, in his towering pride, though it’s only fair 
to add that, unlike many such men, he didn’t pass any of his 
resentment on to me. He was still telling me she would have to go 
and talking about finding a substitute, some girl who had worked 
with him before, when Inspector Furness interrupted us. 

‘Good morning, gentlemen. Just a question or two before 
you’re too busy—’ 

‘I’m busy now,’ said Uncle Nick. ‘Have to find a girl to 
tnke Miss Mapes’s place. You explain, Richard.’ And olf he 
w cnt. 

‘Now w'hat’s going on?’ said Furness, after staring reproach¬ 
fully at Uncle Nick’s back. 

‘He’s sacking Miss Mapes. She won’t be w'ith us after Satur¬ 
day. But I don’t imagine sljc's one of your suspects.’ 

‘Quite right, young man. We can let her go. Quite apart 
from your alibi here -and that’s been clieckc'd she ((juldri’t 
have done it. A woman just might have done it if hei h.inds 
were big enough, like a man’s. But there isn’t a woman in 
your company with hands that size. No, one of the men did 
this job. And if you had to make a guess, who W'ould it be? 
Who seemed to be having most trouble with that girl—y’know, 
being led on and then told to behave himself.'*’ 

‘Honestly, Inspector, I don’t know. We don’t see much of 
what’s going on. AWie not like j)eo|)le in a play. We do our 
acts and then go back to our dressing-rooms.’ 

‘So I gather, so I gather,’ he said gloomily. ‘Though one 
or two have mentiontd that dwarf Barjiey you have in your 
turn. Did you say something'” 

‘No. Barney did fool around with her now and then -he’s a 
silly little man—but anyhow he went oil eaily w’ith Sam and 
Ben Hayes.’ 

‘ I know he did. Give a guess, then.’ 

Tt won’t be worth anything,’ I said slowly. ‘But I’d say— 
eillter Dufileld or one of those thtee Anu ricans. And if you tell 
mt that’s sheer prejudice, you’re quite rivht—it is, Inspector. 
What I’ve been w'ondering is how vou’n- going io continue your 
enquiries. We move to Preston on .'iunday, then to Blackpool 
the week after.’ 

‘We know all about that, young man. That’s the chief 
reason we’re calling in the "i'acd. And I can’t say I’m sorry. 
Ten to one you’ll get Inspector Crabb. Heard of him, haven’t 
you? No? Well, he’s a terror. Doesn’t look like a crab but 
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he behaves like one—moves sideways and then suddenly it’s 
a pinch. I knew Alf Crabb when he was a sergeant up here. 
Always looks as if he’d found a sixpence and then lost a shilling, 
but he’s hot as mustard, Alf Crabb is. Where’s Miss Mapes? 
Still in bed?’ 

‘Yes. Hiding her misery.’ 

‘Think she could tell me anything I don’t know—especially 
now she’s going? ’ 

‘No, Inspector. She’d a lot to say .ibout the murder yesterday, 
but she never told me anything I didn’t know. I’d leave poor 
Cissie alone if I were you, Inspector. You’ll probably get nothing 
but showers of tears.’ 

I was dreading these myself, but as things turned out I 
never saw them. In fact, to my regret, for I’d grown very fond 
of Cissie, I was never even able to say good-bye to her. This 
was her doing, not mine. She stayed in bed nearly all that day; 
she went through her two performances that night, without 
speaking to anybody; I wouldn’t have thought it possible for 
her to remain so aloof. Then it happened that Uncle Nick, 
Sam Hayes and I had a technical argument about one of the 
eflects, so that it was later than usual when we left. But there was 
no (lissie at or near the suppt-r table waiting for*us. T’m 
tired, lad,’ said Uncle Nuk. ‘You nip upstairs and tell her 
we’re here. I'hough if she’s still sulking and doesn’t want any 
supper, it’s all the same to me. But I’m ready for my supper.’ 

When I came bark, the food was on the table and Uncle 
Nick was beginning to help himself. Tt’s taken you a long 
time,’ he ginimbled. Tf she doesn’t want to come down, she 
needn’t. I told you that. And it’s never any use arguing uith 
’em, y’know, lad.’ 

‘She wasn't there to be argued with,’ I said as I sat down. 
‘And I had to look round to make sure she’d gone.’ 

He stared at me. ‘How d’you mean—gone?’ 

‘There isn’t anything belonging to her up there, uncle. 
She must have packed earlier. Now she’s gone. She must have 
caught a late train to London.’ 

‘Well, I’ll be damned. There’s a vindictive little bitch for 
y'ou. She got her money—an extra week too—between the 
houses, then off she went, without a word, deliberately leaving 
us in the cart tomorrow. That's a woman, lad. You can’t trust 
’em a bloody yard. She knew dam’ well I’d arranged for Doris 
Tingley to join us at Preston on Sunday, and that I hadn’t a 
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hope of getting her here tomorrow, so off she goes without a 
word, leaving us in the eart. All bloody female spite. No loyalty 
to me or to the act.’ 

Young as I was, this righteous indignation, eoming from 
a clever man, seemed to me ludicrous. (And I've learnt since 
that most righteous indignation is.) He’d told the poor girl he’d 
done with her at the end of this week, really because she’d 
hurt his pride, and now, w'hen we’d have to pl.ay two per¬ 
formances without her, he w'as condemning her lack of loyally 
as if it were an outrage. I couldn’t help secretly sympiathising 
with this feminine realism, and Uncle Nick’s humourless 
outburst made me understand why women so often felt that 
men were wooden and stupid, pompous and hypocritical. On 
the other hand, I also couldn't h*-lp feeling rather hurt that 
t.issie had gone o(f without a word to me. Aft(T all, we’d spent 
months in each other’s company and had been friends. 

‘W’ell, you’ll h.avc to get hold of Sam, Ben and Barney in 
tlie morning, lad. We’ll have to run through the act tomorrow 
afternoon, putting a lot of old stufi back to lill in w'ithout her. 
As soon as we’ve finislu'd tiving to e.it this muck. I’ll do .a run¬ 
ning order for the rcheaisal. And vou’ll have to tell Sam and 
Ben to make sure, bcfoie we stait, that south- of tht- old effects 
arc- working all right. \Vhate\Tr we do, it’ll be a ragtime job, 
but it’ll be good enough for Binrington on a Saturdiy night. I 
wish to God we’d never set eyes on the bloody place.’ 

\So do I, Unrle Nick,’ 1 cried fervently. ‘ Ihis week’s been 
nothing but a dis.istcr.’ 

lie gave me a hard look. ‘\es, .and i< might be a bit worse 
than you think, lad. But let’s get st.arted now. First thing to do 
is to put dowm the times of the effects with the girl in them, then 
we can see how much time we havi to fill in with the old tricks.’ 

It was late and I was tiled w'hen I went up to my room, and 
I’d undressed and was about to g< t into bed before I noticed 
the letter that Cilissic had slijiped between the pillow and the 
bed-clothes. It was such a scrawl and ill spelt muddle that it 
took me several minutes to puzzle it all our. I’in.ally I made out 
that she was sorry she’d gone widiout saying Good-bye and 
giving me a last kiss but she couldn’t stand it any longer and had 
to go, though she’d nowhere to go but back home which I 
knew she hated, and that I was a nice dear boy and that she 
didn’t mind my being so stand-oflish with her when it came to 
the point because she knew all the time I was really in love with 
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that little Nancy Ellis even if she did seem to be not bothering 
about me, and that she hoped we’d meet again some day and 
that I wouldn’t forget her because she was a true friend and 
perhaps a bit more. And it ended with some of those crosses for 
kisses I came to know so well, later in the war, after I had 
taken a commission and had to censor the men’s letters. Cissie 
belonged entirely to that huge inarticulate world in which 
words fail the feelings and crosses mean kisses. 

I felt really miserable, reaching perhaps the lowest point 
in this disastrous tour, after I had finished reading Cissie’s 
farewell letter. Now we had a murderer, people like Lily 
Farris and Mergen, and others I didn’t care for, going round 
with us (because however brutally he might behave sometimes 
I couldn’t exclude Uncle Nick), and no Cissie, a real friend, 
no matter how silly she might be at limes, a person, eager and 
warm-hearted, and not just a dummy or somebody sinister and 
murderous. It was actually a hotlisli night, on that Friday 
in Burrington, but now it felt cold. 


7 

During THE preston v/cek I don’t know what the police 
were up to —perhaps they were waiting for Inspector Crabb to 
come and take charge of the case—but I do know that I saw 
nothing of them. I also know that it w as a bad week for us in the 
Ganga Dun company. Not that the act its(‘lf was going badly. 
It was in fine shape and was well received. But, to begin with, 
Sam and Ben and Barney all seemed to be ill-at-ease, not at 
all on their usual good terms with one another, and strangely 
quick to resent any critii ism. 1 don’t suppose I wiis any better. 
I still hoped for a letter from Nancy, even though I kept telling 
myself that I didn’t, that I’d done with the girl. And like every¬ 
body else on the bill—except the murderer himself and U^nclc 
Nick, who shrugged the whole thing away and refused to dis¬ 
cuss it—I was haunted by the murder, for ever wondering, as 
they looked sideways at me and I at them, which one of them 
could have strangled poor Nonie. And when I wasn’t being 
haunted or wondering —and if this seems contradictory. I’m 
sorry, but that’s how it was—^I was bored. Then Uncle Nick, 
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with whom I shared digs that week, was morose and silent, 
even though the act was going so well. The truth was, though he 
wouldn’t have admitted it even under torture, he was feeling 
half-lost without Cissie. He might have neglected her or have 
been rough with her, but now that she’d gone, he missed her. It 
wasn’t simply a question of having a girl to go to bed with— 
he could easily have found plenty of bedmates—for I think 
that what he missed was Cissie’s ego-flattering, intensely 
feminine companionship. Even her naivety and silliness made 
him feel all the more experienced and wiser. And Doris Tingley, 
now taking Cissie’s place in the act, though not in bed, was a 
very different kind of woman. 

Doris had worked for Uncle Nick for two or three yeais, and 
had then left him to marry Archie Tingley. She had agreed to 
come back because Archie was ahvays losing or changing jobs, 
and they needed the money. I had to admit, though I would 
have preferred not to, that she was a much belter performer than 
Cissie, quicker, stronger, and more dependable, altogether a 
superior professional. She was about thirty, a straight wiry 
woman with black hair and bla/ingly indignant blue eyes. She 
was, I tliink, the angriest person I’ve ever known. She was 
permanently angry. Theie may have been moments late at 
night w hen Archie, who had a lot of charm, coaxed her into a 
melting mood, but I couldn’t imagine the scene. She was a 
devoted wife but only in a fui ious way, as if being married to 
Aichie was the last straw. She was both quick and conscientious 
in her work with us but always behaved as if we were all in¬ 
sulting her. It was like \"oiklng with a tigress. Sam, Ben and 
Barney w'ere terrified of hei, and cveri Uncle Nick handled her 
very carefully. Perhaps because I was much younger tlian they 
were, a mere soft boy in her eyes, she Wiis rather easier and 
friendlier with me. She was always on the alert, ready for in¬ 
stant mobilisation, against any man making a pass a*" her; 
though this expression wasn’t current then, and she called it 
‘trying any funny business’. And perhaps because she saw me as 
being too young and soft for anv determined furmy business, 
she was less on the aler t, more at ea><, with me. But even so, she 
was still angry. 

Uncle Nick had suggested she might like to attend the band 
call with me as she didn’t know the music w'c were using now; 
and when I was through, feeling relieved, I asked her if she’d 
like a drink. 
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‘Who’s paying?’ she demanded. 

‘Oh—I’ll pay, Mrs Tingley.’ 

‘Don’t call me that—it sounds so dam’ silly. You’re what’s-it 
—Richard—Dick, and I’m Doris. But that doesn’t mean I’m 
going to spend any money on you in these ridiculous pro bars. 
Signed photos of great artistes, I don’t think. All pals of the 
landlord, I also don’t think. Well, you can buy me just one 
Scotch-and-splash, but don’t imagine I’m joining in any 
rounds. I’m here to save money, not spend it. Last night I 
beat that woman in my digs down to nineteen bob for the week 
—^bed, proper breakfast, hot supper. And if I hadn’t been feeling 
so tired I’d have got her down to sevenleen-and-six—it can be 
done. That’s Lily Farris, isn’t it? I suppose you think she’s a 
wonder.’ 

‘No, I don’t, Doris,’ I said as I edged her away. ‘As a 
matter of fact, I dislike her.’ 

‘Good for you. So do 1. On and off. What did she do to you? 
No, don’t tell me if you have to blush. I don’t like dirty stories.’ 

After we had s(;ttled in a corner ol‘ tlie usual bar —and they 
really were all uncommonly alik(‘, as if one super-Empire had 
had one great litter of bars-rouud-the-corncr—she said, in a 
voice that I wished not so loud and clear: ‘Now whatis all this 
about a murder? I asked Nick but he didn’t seem to want to 
talk about it. Did it himself pci'haps.’ She fixed her blue gl.ire 
on me. ‘ Well, come on—tell me.’ 

So 1 told her about Nonie and what had happened to her. 
‘And we seem to be waiting for an Inspector Grabb to take 
charge of the case.’ 

‘Well, he can’t drag me into it, can he? And if it's one of 
that lot I saw this morning, I'm not surprised. Two or three of 
’em looked like sex maniacs. Just let any of ’em try any funny 
business with me, that’s all. Just lay a finger on me, that's all. 
One night—^where was it?—Sunderland, 1 fancy—I kicked a 
comedian right in the—well, where he’d feel it most. And I’ll tell 
you what variety’s full of—mostly—riff-raff, just downright com¬ 
mon riff-raff, earning ten times as much money as they’re v\orth.’ 

‘Some of them, 1 agree.’ And even if I’d violently disagreed, 
I wouldn’t have said so. ‘But after you’d left the variety stage, 
didn't you ever miss it?* 

‘ Certainly not,’ she replied indignantly. ‘ Except the regular 
money, such as it was. Being married to Archie Tingley’s 
enough variety stage for me. He’s in and out of more jobs than 
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any other man in England. When people ask me what he’s 
doing, I have to think, and even then sometimes I’m two jobs 
behind him. He can get almost any job he wants. You’ll soon 
see why when you meet him—^he’s coming up at the end of the 
week—waste of money, of course, but he swears there’s a man 
he has to sec. But as soon as he’s in a job, cither he can't keep it 
or he doesn’t like it. And what do I say? Nothing. Or not much. 
Twists me all the lime round his little finger,’ she said angrily. 
‘ I wish to God I’d married a steady man I didn’t much like.’ 

‘What’s your husband doing now, Doris^’ 

‘ Have some sense, Dick. I’ve just told you that’s the sort of 
question I hate. He’s selling something—^Tuikish tobacco or 
electric fittings or bicydes—and he can't even lidc one. But 
hf’ll tell you himself before the week’s out. He’ll be here on 
Fiiday.’ Now she glared at me as if I’d just suggested that her 
Archie and I should go round all tlie pubs in Picston. ‘But if 
you think I'm fool enough to let lum booze all his money away 
in your company, you can think again. Now I’m getting out of 
here. You can pk<ise yourself.’ 

If it had not been for the Tinglcys, first Doiis and then 
Archie, that w'ould have been a diMiial v\((k in Pieston. I 
couldn’t even go out painting because now Uiu le Nic k oideicd 
me to do six bold oil paintings of simple subjects lot the tiick 
I’d first suggested. They had to bt in oils because he felt that 
canvas was essential. He was now working with Sam and Ben 
on a tiick fiame containing spiing rollers. He had decided there 
had to be four of these: a big one at the side that, at a touch, 
leleased a blank canvas covtiing e\ei> thing, so that members 
of the audience could examine it bifoie we began; then three 
.smaller rollers at the top, each contiolling a thiid of the canvas 
underneath, which in turn covered and then uncovered three 
sections of the picture itsdf. So I had to paint six of these: a 
rustic cottage, a cornfield, a wood, a seaside scene, a village 
street, and some factoric'S with tall chimneys; crude daubs, all 
of them. In addition I had to prcpaie a number of identical 
canvases, with the various subjects lightly pencilled in, so 
that on the stage, painting them hi view of the audience, I 
could work quickly and accurately. The audience apparently 
chose which of the six subjects it preferred, though this choice 
of course was faked because we had to know which of my finished 
pictures to place behind the two layers of canvas in the magic 
frame. Actually it was some wee^ before Uncle Nick was 
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satisfied with the spring rollers and the release catches hidden 
inside the broad elaborate frame, but when he finally intro¬ 
duced The Magic Painting into the act, he gave me twenty-five 
pounds and promised me a third of the proceeds if he should 
ever sell the trick. I never saw it from the front, of course, but 
from the applause and various comments I heard, it did appear 
to be very effective, another marvel. They saw two framed blank 
canvases; they chose one of six subjects for me to paint; when I 
finished a third of the picture, the magic frame was turned 
round to show that it too had painted a third of the picture; 
then two-thirds, then the whole picture; and both paintings 
could then be compared and examined. Years afterwards, I 
saw an American illusionist at the Palladium working the 
effect very successfully, and I had a hard time persuading my 
wife that it was I who had first thought of it. 

But it was a dismal job—because even then I was a painter 
first and an illusionist a long way afterwards—painting one 
after another of those idiotic subjects with the same quick¬ 
drying oils I would need when reproducing them on the stage. 
With the spring rollers and the release catches, Uncle Nick 
had the sort of tricky task he enjoyed; but my part of the il¬ 
lusion was just a bore. The weather was fine too, so Lhated all 
the more being kept indoois grinding away at those daubs. 
And Uncle Nick, who ought to have been enjoying himself, 
wiis still morose and almost silent, as if he had problems far 
removed from spring rollers and release catches and magic 
canvases. No doubt he was secretly wishing he had not been so 
hard on Cissic, but T couldn’t help wondering too if the murder, 
which he still refused to discuss, wasn’t worrying him on the 
same hidden level. But when I asked him when he thought we 
might expect Inspector Crabb ‘the teiTor’, he merely snorted 
contemptuously. 

So I was glad, needing some relief and a change, when 
between the houses on Friday night Doris Tingley looked into 
my dressing-room—a Hindoo maiden with furious blue eyes. 
‘Archie’s here. If you’ve nothing better to do, you might as well 
come and have a look at him. You can exchange men’s rubbish.’ 

Archie was as handsome as a man on a sentimental picture 
postcard, the one holding a girl’s hand in a bower of roses. 
He had doggy brown eyes, wavy hair, and a beautiful mous¬ 
tache, and he was better dressed than any man I’d had any¬ 
thing to do with for months. 
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‘ It’s a pleasure, my dear fellow. Vour uncle doesn’t like me, 
\ou know, I suppose because I stole Doris away from him.’ 

‘That helped, but he wouldn’t like you anyhow,’ said Doris. 
‘ I don’t know why I do.’ 

Atchie ignoied that. ‘But I’m suie you and I will get along 
nicely, Dick. Ha\e a diink.’ 

‘1 here isn’t any,’ said Doris fieuely. 

‘VS’ell, my deJii, I can easily pop out foi a bottle—’ 

‘You’ie not starting that—’ 

‘Dons, Dolls,’ he began upioachlullv, giving her a sweet sad 
smile, ‘please leinembci I’ve toim ovti two bundled miles- ’ 

‘To see a man—^v'ou said so —’ 

‘No, dailmg, I made a mistake about him. He’s in Carlisle, 
iv't Puston. And that was onlv an evuse. I came to see you. 
I’m missing von teiribly alieady, my deal. And now when I 
sugge St .1 fiicndly diink ’ 

’Oil all light, b'i> a bottle. But come stiaighl back.’ 

lie patted her shouldei, winked at me, and huiiied out. 

‘That man,’ said Doiis angiil>. ‘IIow' I put up with him, 
I c.m t iiiuigUK . Not th.it he isn’t bcttci lli.in most of >oii. 
He clo<s tn to please, not like most men, who think they’u 
giving >ou a tieat pist ).iwmng oi blowing smoke in your face. 
It’s not fuikish tob.icco oi bkvdes but bo.its now,’ she added 
in disgust. ‘Boats' I ask )ou'’ 

‘What kind of boats'*’ 

‘Little bo.ils foi paik l.iki s. And I doubt it lie’s ever been 
ill one in all his life. Hi‘ gets talking to some chap in an ex¬ 
pulsive saloon bai money’s no object whin he’s out on his 
own and in h.ill an hour thev’ic bosom filends -then it’s 
boats foi paik lakes. One time he’d have put in a bid for five* 
thoi'sind lolh r-sk.U( s if I hadn’t stopped him. Always some 
jollj nice chap he’s m< I, and tin y always tuin out to be half- 
baimv. If he ever met a sensible one. I’ve still to hear of him. 
Bo.its lor park lakes!’ 

Later, when he was drinking the whisky he’d bought, by 
himself too because Doiis and I remembered we’d still to give 
a ptiformanee, Archie said: ‘W'hai 1 really want to get into, 
my dear fellow, is the moving picture business. Films—they’re 
the coming thing. Doris doesn’t believe it—’ 

‘I should think not,’ said Dons indignantly. ‘Lot of silly 
lubbish and ?lways looks as if it’s raining.’ 

‘Shc'cr piejudice, my deai. You never look at them.’ 
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‘Well, do you? And if so, who with? Because we all know 
what picture palaces are for —’ 

‘Why don’t you join us, Dick my dear fellow, and we’ll go 
out to supper? ’ 

‘No, we won’t,’ said his wife furiously. ‘Not when I’ve 
ordered and paid for supper for us both at the digs. Besides, 
where d’you think you are—Paris? Next thing you’ll be wanting 
to drink champagne out of my slipper.’ 

‘ She looks quite fetching as an Indian, don’t you think, my 
dear fellow? Has she had any little notes yet—flowers—that 
sort of thing? ’ 

‘What—^in Preston?’ She glared at him. ‘Arcliie Tinglcy, 
I don’t think you know where you are half your time. All right, 
Dick, you pop off now. You’ve seen him and now you know 
what I’ve to put up with.’ 

‘ Doesn’t mean a word of it, old man. Absolutely adores me. 
I adore her too. Wonderful niariiage.’ 

‘Oh—you shut up!’ 

‘Look here,’ 1 said to them as 1 was leaving, ‘I've had a 
dreary W'eck. Let’s lunch together tomorrow’--upstairs at that 
big corner pub, where you turn to come in the front here—)oir 
know the one. It’ll be rny lunch.’ 

‘It will not,’ said Doris indignantly. ‘What—a boy your age, 
earning half my money! Never! It'll be our lunch. Well, say 
sonrething, Arcliie—don’t just stand there. And leave that 
whisky alone.’ 

So W’e arranged to meet at one in that upstairs room. 1 
was a few minutes late and found Archie at the bar dowustaiis, 
drinking pink gin. ‘Sorry I’m late,’ I began. 

‘Not at all, my dear fellow’. Have a quick one. Tavo pink 
gins, my dear,’ he said to the barmaid. Then as he turned 
to me again, he lowered his voice. ‘We went up arid then I c ame 
down again. Not just for a drink, 'lire fact is, one of those 
bullying middle-aged North-country waitresses tried to take 
command up there, and of course she'd picked the worst 
woman in England for that kind of hanky-panky. Doris has 
eaten ’em for breakfast. In fifteen seconds she was tearing into 
the wretched woman, and I tried to look as if I was making 
for the Gents and left ’em. ^Vcll, happy days!’ 

As it w’as a fine warm Saturday, the lunch-room upstairs 
was almost empty. As w’e passed a middle-aged waitress, pink 
and flustered, Archie gave me a nudge. ‘ Still wondering what 
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happened to her,’ he whispered. Doris was sitting at a table 
neat the window, gmng shaip dnertions to a vounger waitiess. 
She was wearing an angry scailti blouse and even the bird on 
her hat had an indignant e>e. ‘Fm ordtiing foi all of us, and if 
)ou two don’t like it, you fan lump it.’ llun, to the waitiess: 
‘Everything foi three. And don’t siait any nonsense about 
an\thing bung off. Unless you want me to go down to the 
kite hen myself.’ 

In fict we had a gof»d limeh, which meluded a bottle of 
buiguilds, fen which I insisted upon p.iMiig, defsing Doiis’s 
blue glare 1 hioiighout the me il \ichie became more and more 
expansive in sjnie ol Ins wife’s puMstent discouiagtment. 
lie w IS we uii g a handsoiiK light-guv suit, a pale-pink shut, 
a I olka-dot bow tie, uid he looked like the lieio of a musical 
coiiuch. I told him so 

Delighted to In u it, in\ deal fellow Ihough I’ve uevei 
had anv imbilions lu that diuetiou.’ 

‘ \nd It s .ibout the ouK oiu,’ said Dons ‘ lhat an 1 deep- 
sea divu'g \nel t dkmg abenit musie d eomeds, 1 see th.it 
one of eHii de ir eild pals tlioued I eoiilel nevei stind him - 
isiehe 11 mg fell anew oiu, 1 lu (rirl rt Iht Haul ( liarlie Pearse, 
no ie 5 W Ik le’s that < ops of Uu Itawi. btought, Aichie 
It s hfie. I have it,’ lu told her, and then liegan luimm>- the 
pigfs. ‘All hen we an Hu (iirl in t/u Band, diewtly eipening 
at the Regent lorn liowen, Cierlie May, Aaiiey llhs, ( hailes 
r< aise ve s, the le he n ’ 

‘Diel you s i\ Psaiuv I Ih ’ Mv voiee nnmded peeeil.ii, but 
thf ti I le It pee uli u. 

Nines llhs vc’ Knen hei’’ 

‘Of eouj e lu Inows her,’ saiel DoiiS ‘Just look at him ’ 

A ha' A-h i a li I «e-h i u. b i' 

‘Oh st(jp it, \uliu \e)u sounel like* a bill)-goal. Well, 
Diek, what about tins wonderful Namy I Ills’’ Is this love’s 
voung die am oi aren’t vou feeling well’ 

I’m all IIJit, tliank you, Dons,’ I njilied e irtfullv. ‘But 
she and her sister wen touring with us until they went into 
pantomime at Pl\mouth \nd I’ve heen wondeiing what had 
hapj)''ned to lur.’ 

‘And what about lur'> Has she bee'n wonelenng too.-*' 

‘1 don’t know.’ And something m my tone must have given 
me awav 

‘Well, if she hasn’t, she ought to have been,’ said Dons 
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indignantly. ‘You’re probably worth ten of her. I’ll bet she’s 
one of these peroxide blonde soubrettes who’ll never see thirty- 
five again—’ 

‘She’s eighteen—perhaps nineteen. And if she were here— 
and I wish to God she was—^you’d hate that bet—’ 

‘And now change your tune, my dear,’ said Archie, who had 
been lighting an enormous cigar. ‘Dick’s had enough. Where’s 
your womanly intuition?’ 

‘It went on strike about the time I first met you,' Doris 
told him. ‘And who gave you that flor de cabbagio?’ 

Archie let that alone. He looked at me, taking out the 
monster cigar to do it belter, and produced a kind of lightning- 
sketch of a millionaire talking to some humble admirer. ‘ Dick, 
my dear fellow, there are one or two things you ought to under¬ 
stand about me.’ 

‘ We’re off,’ said Doris. 

‘My interests are wide—very wide—though not deep- - 

‘And you can bet your boots on that,’ Doris told me. 

‘I try this and that and the other,’ Archie continued, still 
ignoring his wife, who was now pulling half-fuiious and half- 
humorous faces. ‘And why? Actu.dly, for two good reasons. 
First, I’m accumulating a good deal of valuable caq>erion(c, 
giving me—well, an insight—’ 

‘Into what?’ Doris again, of couise. 

‘Secondly, I’m waiting for the proper moment to arrive. 
To enter the moving picture business. Not at the producing end. 
No, no, no. I’ve not the slightest desire to make films, my dc.u: 
fellow. I’m quite rt'ady to leave that to other people.’ 

‘Very good of you, Archie dear. I ought to tell ’em.’ 

‘No, no. I want to go in—but at the right moment, that’s all- 
important—at the distiibuting or exhibiting end. 1 want to be 
in a position to meet the demand for moving pictui'cs that is 
about to grow and grow and grow. Dick, I assure you, nothing 
can stop them. Doris doesn’t understand tliis because in some 
respects she’s hide-bound—’ 

‘ She’s husband-bound, you mean— 

‘ Quiet, my dear. I’m talking to Dick, and not only because 
I like him, which I do, but also—to be perfectly frank—because 
I hope he’ll pass some of this on to his uncle, Nick Oilanton, a 
clever man who might be wondering now what to do with his 
money.’ He took a pull at his eigar, then regarded me earnestly. 
‘It’s absolutely inevitable.’ 
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‘What is, Archie?’ I felt it was time I said something. 

‘ Moving pictures will go up and up, variety down and down.’ 

‘Never,’ cried Doris. ‘Who wants to watch photos instead of 
living people?' 

‘My wife,’ said Archie, as if she wasn’t there, ‘is devoted to 
me of couise—as I am to her—but she thinks I’m a chump 
because I try selling bicycles or tobacco or boats for park lakes, 
and she has to come here—only for the time being, of course— 
to earn her living. But I’m only waiting for the right moment, 
the leal oppoitunity, to get into moving pictures, to sell films 
instead of all this other nonsense. And 1 tell you,’ he continued, 
adcliessing us both now, ‘that with any luck, in ten years’ 
time, Doiis will be riiling behind a chauffeur in a big car and 
w*’l haidly believe she used to escape from a box tw'ice-nightly 
at Prestem.’ 

‘You daft idiot,’ said Doris. ‘I’ll probablv be keeping a 
lodging-house and v( u’ll be doing the washing up and cleaning 
the dioes. And the onlv moving pictures you'll know about will 
he the ones >ou siu.ik oil and pay ninepenee to see. And that’s 
v\hat Dick thinks, onlv he’s too polite to say so.’ 

And it was what I thought, and what Uncle Nick thought 
wlun I mentioiK-d Auhie Tiiigley to him ( He’s just a niec- 
looking flippert^-llopperty. l.id’j; and all thiec of us were 
w long. 

fall! that afternoon I wiotc mv last, my absolutely final, 
httd to Nancy Idlis—Stage Door, Regent Theatic, London, 
.Hid it was shoit, lathei curt but also <i bit sad: 

l)f<u \ari(y, 

1 hare just heard that you are rehearing at the Regent so this ought 
to nadt you quite soon. IJyou haie evei sent any replies to my letters, 1 
hnif neier had tlnm -not a word. 1 shall not inde again—ihts is the 
leiy last time—hut it would not hurt you just to send me a line, even if it 
IS only a postcard, to tell me you are not interested, Then perhaps I 
could stop thinking about jou. For the next thue iveeks I shall be at the 
Palace, Blackpool. 

Yours ron sincerely, 

Dick {and in case you have 
Jorgotien— llerncastle) 

It made me feel a little better, but not much. 
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I’dbeento Blackpool before, of course; nearly everybody 
went there from the West Riding, though not every year as so 
many Lancashire people did. When the Lancashire towns had 
their holidays or wakes (we called them tides in the West 
Riding), their people went swarming to Blackpool, often loaded 
with provisions, and many of them were so determined to spend 
every penny they had saved that they took care to pay their 
landladies in advance. It was strange to arrive there to w'ork 
and not on holiday, to breathe the strong sea air and yet not be 
rushing across the tiers of promenades to the sands, a boy again. 
It was strange and inelamholy. I didn’t belong to the bustling 
and noisy crowds of holiday-makers—and the thought of helping 
to cirtertain them gave me no particular pleasure'- and I 
didn’t seem to belong to anybody or anything else. Not un¬ 
naturally I felt worse here than I had done in the grim indu'-trial 
towns. 1 was of course at the age when you can’t control your 
tnoerds and so you ovei-indulge them, and no doubt I went 
striding and scowling through the* crowds, which mostly .ip- 
pearc'd idiotic, like another Ishmael. But ('\ert so, my feeling of 
melancholy isolation was re.d. 

(Here I must explain that what I reinc'rnber bevt after half 
a centirry arc actual sights and scertc's, which I can recajrtur'c 
with pencil and paints but not in words; and this explains why 
1 scr rarely try. But ric'xt to what w^us actually visual, I best 
nnrembc'r states erf mirrd, recalling exactly -for inysc'lf if not 
for the reader- what, for exanrple, I felt in the huge glare arrd 
brrstle and cheerful idiocy of Blackpool in the earlier wake’! 
w ceks.) 

The towii was packed to its attics. But L’ncle Nick, in his 
careful way, h.uing appeared there sovc'ral times befjre and 
knowing what to expect, had bookc-d accommoclatirm well in 
advance at a biggish boarding-house not far from the Palace. 
Now that Cissie wasn’t with him and he didn’t need a double 
room, there had to be a reshuffle, which nobody seemed to 
mind as it was early Sunday evening and there was not mrrch 
else to do. He was given a fairly large single room on the 
first llcxrr, and I had a much smaller one on the floor above. 
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The landlady was an iron-handed Scots widow, Mrs Taggart, 
who was assisted by a daughter, a reddish hungry-looking girl 
called Tessir, and by a plump and sniffling maid-of-all-work 
who oughtn't to have been named Violet. There were three 
other peoph sharing my floor. Two of them, Maisie Dawe and 
Peggy Canford, were with a concert party on one of the piers. 
The third, Mr Pringle, bald and rolypoly, was an astrologer. 
But there must have been at least twelve of us sitting down to 
cold roast lamb, boiled ham, potatoes and salads, on Sunday 
night. Uncle Nick, who disliked this boarding-house style of life, 
said little and looked grim. I talked to ^^r Pringle and the two 
girls, both fairly pietty and Ihely, but I still felt melancholy. 

The band call at the Palace, next morning, was no trouble, 
^>r this wa-} a large, very successful, well-inanagcd variety 
theatre Even so, it uas cinbairassing; the management was all 
right but the performer^ weie all wTong. W’e never had liked 
one another, not fit in tlie bc-ginning, and now with the n.urdcT 
still hanging over us we all moved through a mist and a bog of 
mistrust and suspicion. For some reason I couldn’t discover, the 
backstage atmosphere seemc'd w'oise hete in Blackpool than it 
harl beem the we< k bc-foie in Preston. And it sermed ages - in 
.mother woild ^ince I had lookc-d for Nancy at band calls or 
had gone oH with Julie foi a drink. (This will seem an exag- 
gdation onlv to people withemt imagination and unable to 
i( memb< t what they fi It in their youtli. When we arc older W'e 
aie able to live in—and make the best of--one continuing world, 
but when we are young we fc-el sometimes th.it in an unknown 
and sini'dir fishiou the hob' cosmos has been changed, one 
age ended and another begun w'hen we were not noticing w'hat 
was happi liing. So, little more t! in a year later, when I was 
at the fiont, it would seem ages in another woild - since I 
attended tliis baud i ill in Bh.ckpool.) And this morning I 
didn't propose to loite; foi two seconds or to go for a drink at 
any usual pub-round-thc'-corner. 1 wt>uld take a look at the 
sea, a shaip walk along the piomenadc fc r half an hour, and 
then discover wh.it Mrs laggiirt and Tessie wcie offering us as a 
good hot midday dinner, Blackpoo s ptidc. 

On my w.iv to the stage door, however, I was stopped. ‘Now, 
let me see, wh.it's your name? Mine's Crabb, by the way— 
Tnspectoi Crabb. Oh—I sec you’ve heard of me.’ 

‘Yes, Inspec ,)r. Pm Richard Hcrncastle—with the Ganga 
Dun company.' 



He glanced at a notebook. ‘That’s right, so you are. Well 
now—’ He hesitated a moment, slipped the notebook into his 
pocket, then looked hard at me and said: ‘You’ve done what 
you have to do here, haven’t you? Good. So what do you do 
now?’ 

‘ Usually I have a drink, if there’s anybody I want to have a 
drink with. But as there isn’t, I was going for a walk.’ 

‘Then I’ll tell you what we’ll do, Mr Hcrncastle, if you’ve 
no objection. You and I will take a walk and have a drink. 
What d’you say to that? ’ 

‘All right, Inspector.’ 

‘But not very enthusiastic, eh?’ 

‘I don’t think I can conjure up any enthusiasm this moining, 
that’s all. But so long as I’m back at my digs at one, li t’s have a 
walk and a diink.’ 

‘We'll do that, then.’ 

Out we went into the hard blight sunlight. Out there he 
looked all wrong with his bowler hat, high collar and n.uiow 
black tie, and dingy blue suit. He w.is tall and thin, though 
\\idc-shouldered, and while his nosi' was long and sliaiji and he 
had a lot of chin, his moustache diooped shapelessh. I could 
hatdl) see his e^cs Ik t ausc he kept the m half-i lose d ag<«nst tin 
strong sunlight. But il he ically vs as, as Fuincss had decLued, 
‘a terror', he didn’t parti*.ularly look it or sound like it. 

*^\ondclful air,’ he said, altei several snilly pulls at it. 'But 
I don't like this pkue. Never elid as soem as 1 had anv sens*. 
It’s jeist one big nione\-tiap, ciarnnii'd with idiots and shai pt is. 
But the ail's vsonderful. Oughtn’t to be but it is. Pitv' we can’t 
pipe it into Westminster. Half these pc'ople aic tliuiik on it 
already. Look at ’em.’ 

'1 hat was unueeessarv’. ^Ve weie now hav'ing to push our vs ay 
through mobs of holiday-makers-seailet-faced mums, d.ids 
with huge caps at the baek ol their heads, voung mem vveaiing 
comic hats, giils giggling and nudging one anothei, childien 
running and sci earning, and people selling things, bu>aiig things, 
chewing and sucking things, and a fairground din coming from 
.soinewhcic. \Ve w'cnt down to the low'cr promenade, which vs'as 
not so ciowded, but just below us the sands were thickly car¬ 
peted w'ith folk of all ages, sizes and shapes, to the edge of the 
sea, immense, calm and indificrent, only a shade or two darker 
than the bleached blue of the high-summer skv. Inspector 
Cl abb stopped, to wave a hand downwards first to the ciowded 
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beach and then upwards to the packed main promenade above 
us. 

‘Some time since I was here,’ he said. ‘Do you know ^\hat 
all this does to me? You’ll never guess. It frightens me. That’s 
what it dofs—frightens me. I think I know wh>, hut that’ll 
keep. Let’s move on.’ 

It was pleasant and quite easy to talk on this Unser promen¬ 
ade, though Inspector Crabb wasn’t niy idea of the perfect 
companion for such a stroll. ‘I called at vour boarding-house 
this morning,’ he told me as we Wdit along. ‘Sj)okc to Mr 
Ollanton- your uncle, isn’t he.^ He said vou’d be at the Pal.xcc. 
And that’s about all he did sav. Wouldn’t e\[)ie.ss any opinion 
about the dime. Shut me up, shut limiM-lf up. Why? Any idea 
s.hy he doesn’t want to talk.' It’s not just me. Furness had a 
note about it. So why.'*’ 

I laughed. ‘You don’t think he's a suspit ions char.utcr, do 
) on? ’ 

T think every'bodv’s a suspicious chaiiuter. I’ve enough 
Mi'-jncion m me to choke a hoise. I’m susjudous by trade and 
b\ iialme, I am. Ihit I’ve goiie thiough I’mrKSs’s notes, and 
1 kn<n\ a casl-iion alibi when I see oiie. You and Mr ()llanton 
ha\e got one that dynamit<‘ xvouldn't shift. Hut 1 still ask whj 
he doesn’t want to talk.’ 

l\e asked myself that, Inspdtor, and I think I know the 
.insw (1.’ 

Tat's ha\e it then, Mr llerneastle.’ Clrabb was one of the 
f'w p(oph‘ I’d known up to that time who always called me 
Air Heiniastle, making me It el ttithi, he.wier, nioie les- 
jxiiiiible. 

’Lucie Nick’s a \erv ih\er rr in,’ I began rather slowly. 
‘He’s also vd v pioud, vtuy \ .iin. No, that’s not light. Ile’s more 
pioud than vain. And he’s in th-' mystery business. He invents 
tiiiks and illusion'.’ 

‘Yes, I’ve seen his turn. I've a sharp tvt' but he had me 
gutssing. And the wife really believed he was some sort of 
Indian magit ian. But that’s the .sort r>f thing she wants to believe. 
Sorry to intenupt. (io on.’ 

‘\Vell, so far this minder’s a mystery bigger than any of his. 
This is the real thing. If he could solve it, he’d talk fast enough, 
but because he can’t, because it baffles him, the great Nick 
Ollanton, he d< -sn't even want to discuss it.’ 

‘^’ery neat, quite clever, Mr Hcrncustle,’ said Crabb. ‘^Vni 
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might be right, then again you might not. Excuse me.’ He 
stopped to lay a hand on the shoulder of a man who was 
sauntering by with a plump wife and two children. ‘Why, if 
it isn’t Spider Evans!’ 

‘Oh—hello. Inspector!’ And the man motioned his wife to 
keep going. Fear flickered in his eyes. 

‘You wouldn’t be working up here, would you. Spider?’ 
Crabb enquired wi*h a kind of sinister geniality. 

‘No I wouldn’t. I’m having a holiday same as everybody 
else here.’ 

‘Not everybody. Spider. I’ve only been here since last night, 
and I’ve spotted six or seven wde boys I know without even 
looking for ’em. So watch it, Spider. Just play on the sands.’ 
As we moved away, he said; ‘I’ve too good a memory for faces, 
and, as I told you, a very suspicious nature. But one of you at the 
Palace is more dangerous than Spider Evans and his pals. It’s 
you people I’m interested in, not tlu'in. Somebody’ll be doing a 
turn at the Palace tonight who might get his hands on another 
gill’s throat. Nasty cases these, Air Ilerncastle. Better cut up 
here, hadn’t we? '1 ime’s getting on, and you might like a gl.iss of 
beer before you have your dinner.’ 

He said nothing more until we found a quiet pub, oi^tlu' way 
back to my digs, and wc took our glasst s of beer into an empty 
corner. ‘^Vell, I’ll be watching your show' tonight, luitli houses, 
and maybe si'veral other nights as well. I'll be round at the 
back too, because, aft(T all, there you are, all of you, aren’t you? 
Even Furnc.ss and his C'Jiief didn’t believe somebody slipped 
in from outside to strangle that girl. It was one of vou.’ 

‘It wasn’t me,’ I told him. ‘So don’t waste your time on me, 
Inspector.’ 

He drained some beer out of his moustaihe, then looked at 
me solemnly over his glass. ‘I know it ivasn’t you, Mr Hern- 
castle. I’d bet on that even if your alibi wasn’t cast-iion. But 
I’d like to waste some oiyour time, if not mine. You and your 
uncle arc one of the turns, in the company. And you’re not 
suspects. So I can talk to you. But Mr Ollanton won’t talk. 
Says in efl'ect it’s my job not his. Shuts up, no doubt for the 
reason you’ve given—he feels small for once. That leaves you, 
Mr Herncastle. And that’s why I got hold of you this morning, 
why we’re drinking this beer that’s a bit too warm for my taste. 
You want this case solved and done with, don’t you?’ 

‘Yes, but—’ 
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‘Excuse me. Just let me finish. You’re one of'em behind the 
sicnes, and if I’m to be caieful—and I am caieful— you'ic all 
I\c got, the onlv one 1 can talk to, compare notes ivith, you 
might say. You might know somtthing I need, without being 
awaie of it. You sot what I mean? But >ou were going to say 
sorn( thing.' 

'Just this, Inspcrtoi. Of loursc I'll help \ou il I (an Rut 1 
must warn you th it I don't icall> know all these othei people 
on the bill. Though wc'vt bten going round togitlur now fot 
about a couple of months, I’se s< c n \ t ly little of tlu ni.’ 

He h.id small gie^ish tses, and now I got a shaip glance 
fiom tlum. ‘'Ih.at's not usual. St.ind-ollish, aic you, Mr 
Ht incastlc^' 

'\o, I don’t think '•o. On an eailiir loin -with dilhient 
people will,’ 1 tndtd latliir awkuaidh, I iiiadr siveral 
li i( nds.’ 

‘But not the tinu ih’ Will, lliu must be a i(..>on. 
Pdhaps tlicv’u dilliKiit this tmu Ihihaps \ou don’t t.ike to 
'(m ih^’ 

‘\\ill ’ 

1 li It s till soit ol tliin ' 1 hit to know,' lit s iid briskly. 
Ilf lookfd attos It ilu i hx k ahovt tlu bai. iune\ou weit 
oil Ol yau dimiii II lx told oi not tluu. 1 in i\ be looking 
in on sou hitwiiii tin lust housi .uid tin steond.' 

1 \ as bilk in tmu to t ik< .i plaie at tlu big dmmtr-lable 
lutwiiu Ml Piingh thi astiologtr .ind Piggy (’anford, the 
oldi 1 and hss atti uiist ol tlu two (oiutit-]) iit> girls. She had 
1 ailu r full i m s but lut u i was loo long, hi i thi i k-bimes and 
mouth too big. Slit w,is tlu f oni i I'-pailvpiariet, sht told mi ,lli( 
otlui gill, Mais't Dawi. a rallu " plumj) and ilim|)lf-and cut Is 
biuiuUt, not unhki a mori si pi ’stuatid Jhnll.s Robinson, wa.s 
till soubutti of tlu tioupe. She was sitting opposite, riixt to 
I ncle Nuk, who w.isn t bothi nng to talk to hir and looked 
deeiuntlfd, piobabh lu cause he halid r iting m this boaidiug- 
house sl\h M iisii nllirid mi a piofi s lonally bright smile, 
so 1 smiled hack, and Ihicli Nu’ night it and ga\e mi a haid 
look. Ilu It wcicsiMral othci pi ople thi u, hut if 1 km w tluir 
nanus then, I ccitainly don’t now, .xiid 1 think they must have 
been holiday-makers, 

Peggv Canloid, I discoveied was an inti Urgent girl, but 
v(“is (\nital. 'hi hated Blackpool and her cont cit-party work. 
‘'Iwo long sliows a das, don't foigit. Your two turns a night 
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are just a rest-cure. I’m at that piano for the best part of my 
five hours. I’m so bad-tempered in the afternoons, wishing I 
was somewhere else, anywhere, half the time I play too loud 
and fast, and then we have a row afterwards. But it’s all the 
same—the kids arc making such a noise. What about tliis 
murder of yours? Tessie says an Inspector from Scotland Yard 
called this morning. Walrus moustache, she says. Don’t start 
taking an interest in I’essie. She’s just longing to nab somebody 
and get out of here. A baritone on the North Pier had your 
room the week before last, and Tessie was in and out of it all 
hours. Look at poor Maisie—daren’t -“at her pud. I can cat 
anything—and do- and even then I’m hungry half the time, 
after pounding that dam’ jiiano. I was playing in a ladies’ 
trio at Harrogate before I came here, and it was misery—the 
other two were wrapped up in eac h other, and I never set eyes 
on a man under fifty-five, and I thought I’d go mad thumping 
out those foul Indian I.ove Lyrics. The other two loved ’em— 
they were each less than the dust beneath the other’s chariot 
wheel. Come in and have a diink one night. You'll be safe 
with two of us. It’s when Tessie looks in and wants to know 
if you’d like something special for breakfast, that's wlun you 
want to w<it< h out. I must lun. Can’t keep the kiddies waiting.’ 

When I Joined Uncle Nick, he said gloomily: ' We'd better 
go up to my room. Can’t l.ilk piivatilv down here. 1 shouldn’t 
have booked us into this monkey-house. F-verything in otd(i 
along at the Palace*, 1 imagine. Yes, they know how to run a 
variety theati*-.’ 

His room was full of large pieces of furniture meant for 
somewhere < Isc. But there was onlv one easy-chair, and he 
dropped into it, after taking off his loat and collar, for it was a 
warm aftirnoori. I sat on the edge of th(“ bed and felt sleepy 
after the sea air and the heavy meal. 

‘ I suppose that Insiiector Crabb got hold of you, didn’ 1 he, lad'’’ 

‘He did.’ And 1 told liim what had passed between the In¬ 
spector and me. 

‘You want to discourage that caper or he’s going to be a 
bloody nuisance. Besides, let him do his owm work. That’s 
what he’s paid to do. He’s very sharp, by the way. Take no 
notice of that moustache. I’ve often seen and heard him 
mentioned in London. Not that we’ve anything to be alraid of, 
lad, of couise. WTioever did it, we didn’t.’ 

‘But who did, uncle?’ 
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‘I don’t know—and, to be honest, I don’t much care.’ He 
was smoking a cigar, and now he took it out and looked at it, 
as if it was either very good or very bad. ‘Oh—yes, there’s 
something else—I ncaily forgot.' He was elaborately casual, 
so that whatever it was, I felt he hadn’t nearly foigotten it. 
‘D’you remember that dwarf I picked out, that afternoon at 
Joe Bosenby’s? Philip 1 ewby, his name was.’ 

‘I remember him—the veiy seiious, dignified one.’ 

‘That’s him. Well, this morning I sent Fitter a wire telling 
him I want Tewb) up heie if Ik's fire.’ 

Ihis woke me up. ‘Have )ou woikid out the two-dwaif 
eihtt. Uncle Nick.'*' 

He hated to admit he hadn't. ‘Xo, give me tinu, lad. Tlus 
'S in a dilUieut class fiom voui pictuic tuck, y’kiiow. Vciy 
ambitious. But I thought it might be 'aiei to have another 
dwaif with us. He can take over one oi tv'O ol Barney’s jobs.’ 

‘Barney’ll >cll Ins head oil. He’s dillicult enough now--’ 

‘I know he is,’ he cut in iiiitably. ‘You needn’t tell me 
about Bainey. Tve known him a lot longer than you have, lad. 
But with another dwaif about—a lot moie responsible than he 
IS Bainc'y’ll have to mind his p’s and q’s, won't Ik .’’’ 

‘I supposi so,’ I said doubtfully. ‘But 1 don’t quite see -’ 

He cut me shoit again. ‘\ou’it h.ill-ash'ep, lad. Go and 
have a nap—you we'ic up (.arly this moining—and 1 don’t 
want you yawning youi head oil tonight. \Ve’vc got to be good 
heie. Theic’ll be two full houses, you’ll see.’ 

I don’t sujipose I’d bee n lying on my beel ten minutes befoie 
I fell asleep. But I seem leiiuinber diilting towards it through 
a queer phantasmagoiia ol Blackpool ciowd> and the* prome*n- 
ades and piers, the Tower and Winter Gaidens, conte*it-p<irty 
gills and Cr.ibb and dwaifs, al jumbled up and making no 
sense but somehow tinning simstei ... 
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A.BOtiT THE TIME the first house ended, that night, Doris 
Tingley was sitting m my di cssing-room, knitting in a sporadic 
angry way anej talking about Archie, who had gone to Birming¬ 
ham. There was a knock, and in came Inspector Crabb. 
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‘Evening, Mr Hemcastle. Now this must be the young lady 
who vanished out of that box—’ 

‘And what if it is?’ said Doris, looking as if she’d taken an 
instant dislike to him. 

‘This is Inspector Crabb from Scotland Yard,’ I said hastily. 

‘You don’t surprise me,’ said Doris, getting up. She gave 
him one of her blazing looks. ‘Now don’t you start bothering 
me. I wasn’t with the company when that girl was killed.’ 

‘That’s right, Mrs Tingley, you weren’t. Still, we might 
have a chat sometime—’ 

‘What for?’ 

‘You might have some ideas about the rest of the turns the 
men, of course—’ 

‘Well, 1 haven’t. So don’t waste your time.’ Still the Hindoo 
maiden, cxcejU for her eyes and lone of voice, Doris lelt us, 
banging the door behind her. 

‘Was that me,’ said Crabb as he went towards the chair Doris 
had been sitting on, ‘or is she always like that.^’ 

‘She's always like that. Puts you off at fust, but now I like 
her. Have you been in front, Insp(*ctor?’ 

‘I have, Mr Hemcastle. Yours is easily the best turn. \'eiv 
very clever. Now how on eatth could she have got out 6f that 
box? Like to tell me?’ 

‘No. Not allowed.’ 

‘Qtiite right. Well, all I can say is that I’m glad your uncle 
is a law-abiding ni.iu. If we’d had him ag.iinst us, we’d have 
been in for some tumble. Not that we aren’t iji for plenty, as 
it i.s. Evideticc that’ll stand up in couit, that's our chief woiry, 
Mr Ilerneastle. I could name you six murderers \valking the 
streets of Loudon this very minute. We know thev'rc guilty, 
but we can't prove it. This could tuin out to be one of tho<^e 
ease's. I say, it could. But it’s early days y'ct. Now I’m taking you 
into my confidence, Mr Hemcastle 

‘Tm not sure I want you to, Inspcctoi.’ 

‘Well, y'ou remember W'h.it 1 said this morning. I like to 
have a wall to bounce the ball against. Now I can't talk freely 
unless you give me y'our word it'll go no further. No—let me 
finish. Tm asking a favour of y’ou. Right. I evant you on my 
side. But don’t forget—one reason is—’ and he lowered Jus 
voice—'your uncle, Mr Oll.anton, has adopted what I think 
is a thoroughly bad attitude. Mind you. unless he’s deliberately 
concealing evidence, he’s w'ithin his rights. If he doesn’t want 



to talk to me, I can’t make him. But it’s all the more reason 
why I feel I can ask you for a bit of co-operation. For instance, 
your w'ord it won’t go on further—eh?’ 

‘All right. Inspector.’ 

‘Well done! Duffield now—what d’you tliink of him?’ 

‘I don’t really know him. I don’t like him because he 
lets his sister do all the woik while he does all the showing- 
off.’ 

‘ Qiiite so. Though she isn’t his sistci. She’s an old flame with 
the light out. Nowhere to go. Nothing to do. Loves dogs. Now 
if he'd been killed, we'd know wheie to look. He’s been in 
tiouble once for passing dud cheques. But he always knows 
wheie to find women—his sort alwavs do. \Miy'd he want to 
St I angle a giil.'*' 

T don't know. But then I don’t know' why an>bodv would.’ 

‘Hasn’t a girl evci woiked sou up and then laughed at you, 
till \ou flit like killing hei.^’ 

‘No. I’le luvti felt like killing .in)body.’ 

‘ I belli VO V ou.’ 

‘Thanks. B) the way- and I’ve only just leimrnbeied them, 
though I know it sums silly what about the Coliiiais llitm- 
st1\ (s^ ’ 

C’labb shook his head regntfully. ‘Ihat would have been 
nue and ne.it. Foieigners too, her own scut. But Fuiniss and I 
put them through a mincei. Cast-non alibis— as gooil as youis. 
.knd no motives. The two young ones .ire pulls, and the older 
one, hei uncle, was half-mad with r.age and grid. He talked a 
lot. Accused cveiyboclv, i icluJing lh.it dwail ofyouis -’ 

‘Bainev? That’s nonsense. Hi’s just a silly little man.’ 

‘So I gathi r. And he li ft caily tl it night, with youi two other 
men. Now what about Lily Fan >’s piaiust - Jvlcrgcn? Know 
him.'*’ 

‘Yes. And I don’t like him. Or her eithei.’ 

‘Quite right, Mi Htimastic. I’ve heaid some rumours about 
her. And we can prove Mergen’s a nasty | iecc of work. But I 
don’t see him sti angling that giil.’ 

‘Neither do I. He’s too oily and joft.’ 

‘And careful. Whoever did this suddenly went mad with 
rage, I’d say. Do you see Bert or 'Fed Lowsoii mad with rage? 
By the way, they’re not brothers but cousins. And they’ic 
both engaged to be married, though that doesn’t prove any- 
tliing. They give each other an alibi and that doesn’t prove 
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anything either. But I don’t see either of them doing this job, 
do you, Mr Herncastle? ’ 

‘No. I just can’t imagine either of them boiling with anger. 
But then they bore me—on or off the stage.’ 

‘ Same here. Well now, these three young Americtuis—’ 

It was at this point that Uncle Nick looked in. ‘ I want you, 
Richard.’ 

‘Good evening, Mr Ollanton,’ said Crabb. ‘Enjoyed your 
turn very much. Best on the bill.’ 

‘Glad to hear it,’ said Uncle Nick curtly. ‘Want you now, 
Richard—look sharp.’ He went striding along the corridor, an 
impressive figure in his Ganga Dun make-up. 

‘You’ll be se<-ing me again, Mr Herncastle,’ said Crabb. 
‘But not tonight. Ta-la!’ 

As soon as I’d followed Uncle Nick into his dressing-room 
and had closed the door behind me, lie said: ‘You don’t w’ant 
to encourage that chap to sit about here, lad.’ 

‘I’rn not doing. But he says he has to talk to me because you 
won’t let him talk to you, uncle.’ 

‘Well, if I can say no, so tan you.’ 

‘Is that a good idea?’ 

I expected him to sa> it was. Uncle Nick benng fond of his 
own ideas, but lot one e he didn’t. ‘No, pci haps you’re right. But 
don’t encouiage him, that’s all.’ He dropped his voice* almost to 
a wdiisper. ‘ Open that door—quietly but quic kly—jci k it open.’ 

I did, but there was nobody about. ‘Did you think Crabb 
would be listening out there?’ I said as I closed it again. ‘He’s 
a bit cleveler than that, 1 fancy.’ 

‘I know. But 1 just wanted to make sure.’ He waited a 
moment. ‘Now' I’ve had a wire Irom Fitter to say that dw'aif, 
Philip Tew by, will be here tomonow. IIis tiain gets in at four, 
and I want you to meet him. You can’t miss him no matter 
how many people come off the train.’ 

‘But wheie do I take him? We can’t start looking for digs—’ 

‘I know, I know, lad.’ He didn’t raise his voice but he made 
it sound very sharp, and he glared at me. ‘You don’t need 
to tell me the town’s full up. Just listen, that’s all. I’ve made 
arrangements with a woman I used to know. She can find a 
corner for him. Here’s her name and address.’ He handed me 
a slip of paper. 

‘All right, I take him to tliis address,’ I said rather sulkily. 
‘But then what?’ 
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Uncle Nick surprised me again. Instead of more sharp 
tones and more glaring, he looked thoughtful and muttered: 
‘That’s right. Then—what? He’d better see the act a few times. 
But I don’t want him backstage. I’ll have to make some 
arrangement. T^ook—tell him where we’re staying, then tell 
him to come and see me at half-past eleven—that’s on Wednes¬ 
day morning, of course. And another thing while I lemornber. 
I want you out of there by eleven o’clock, lad. Take one of those 
gills for a walk on the prom. Anyhow, make sure you’re out 
of the way. And if you want to go a walk with your friend 
Inspector Ciabb, that’ll be all light to me. Now you know what 
you have to do, Richaid. Isn’t that the callboy?’ 

‘Yes. I’m going. And 1 know what I have to do.’ But I 
didn’t move, though he was now lacing the minor, icady to 
attend to his make-up. ‘Just one tiling, umle. What’s this ail 
about? ’ 

‘My business, not yours. I may need anothei dwaif, that s 
all. Don’t get big-headed, lad. You’ll be telling me how to lun 
the act, next. Now bugger olf.’ 

I was glad that night when Peggy and Maisie, the concert- 
p<irvy girls, who finished latei than wt did, came bursting in 
lor supper. When I felt aggrieved, in those days, I was inclined 
to take lefugc in long sulky silences—a bad habit tliat I’ve 
tried to get rid of-and if that’s how I wanted ti behave, 
Uncle Nick was the last man to try to talk me out ol it. We both 
needed some leinale chatter, and the girls, free at last after a 
long day, weic as ready lor talk as they were loi food. 

‘Ham again,’ said Peggy. ‘'I’hcie must be more ham eaten in 
this town than any place in the world. Perhaps it’s h<im that 
makes ’em so stupid. We’d the stupidest audience tonight 
I’ve ever known. Talk about dc.ise! Poor Sid Baxter—he’s 
our comedian, and he’s really very clever—was down to comic 
postcard jokes and mothers-in-law and lodgers and kippers 
and drunks and W.C. gags. It must break his heart.’ 

‘Peggy, I didn’t tell you,’ Maisie ciied, ‘but when he came 
off after the sketch, he coughed and coughed and there was 
blood on his handkerchief. Lorna—that’s his wife,’ she said 
to us, ‘she’s our vocalist—she was terribly upset again—and she 
started crying in the dressing-room.’ 

‘I don’t like life,’ Peggy announced. ‘It’s no use. I’ve tried 
it and I don’t like it.’ She looked across at us defiantly. 

‘A couple of glasses, Richard,’ said Uncle Nick. ‘Then 
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perhaps these young ladies will take a glass of champagne with 
me.* 

‘Thanks very much, Mr Ollanton,’ said Maisie. ‘I could 
just do with one.’ 

‘So could I,’ said Peggy. ‘Thank you. But what about it, 
Mr Ollanton? You’re a star turn—booked up for years—loads 
of money—so I suppose you think life’s wonderful.’ 

‘No, I don’t.’ Uncle Nick frowned and said nothing for a 
moment or two. ‘I don’t dislike life the way you seem to do. 
But then ymi may be a fish out of water. I’m not. I’m where I 
want to be, doing what I want to do. But even so, there’s nothing 
wonderful about it. Most of the time it’s like—let’s say—living 
with a lion. One day you can make it jump through hoops, or 
even ride on its back. But got careless, make a wrong move, 
and it’ll have you in a corner and be tearing an arm olF.’ 

‘ When do you take it easy then?’ This was Maisie. 

‘You don’t.’ 

And I knew he meant that. I thought too how odd it was that 
he should be so tirelessly concerned with stage magic when, 
because of some deep flaw in his nature, he couldn't enjoy, 
couldn’t even recognis»‘, the magical clement in life, all the 
enchantments of love and art to which, I w'as suie, he s\as 
blind and deaf. And perhaps it was to compensate himself for 
this loss that he had built up such a high fortress of pride. 

But now Peggy was talking again. ‘I’ll tell the truth—and to 
hell with gitlish reticence. I’m no great treat, but I can bang 
and rattle on a piano for hours, keep accounts, cook and sew 
and scrub, if I have to, and I’m not afraid to take my clothes 
off-’ 

‘Darling, what’s this?’ cried Maisie. 

'Shut up and listen. That’s me, then. And I do believe 
that if any man I knew to be clean, sober, kind and capable 
of earning a steady four hundred a year, asked me to marry 
him, I’d nail him on the spot. How about it, Mr Ollanton?’ 

‘Sorry, Miss Canford. To begin with. I’m married already—’ 

‘ We could live in sin—’ 

‘And you wouldn’t suit me. You’re too intelligent.’ 

‘This is j'our chance, Maisie. But don’t you like intclhgent 
women? ’ 

‘Not to live with. I like to be the one who supplies the 
intelligence. Now Richard here, he’s different—’ 

‘He’s too young—’ 
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‘He wasn’t for a ceitain West End actiess I rould name, 
older than you giils—’ 

‘Oh—shut up, uncle.’ I was embarrassed by the stares of 
the tw o girls, curious and speculative, and not by any memories 
ol Julie, now a non-haunting ghost. All that intense and choking 
excitement, that racing and pounding of the blood, not long 
ago, and now—nothing! But we were interrupted here by 
little Ml Pringle, the astrologer, who came trotting in from the 
kitchen carrying a tiay that held a laige cup of cocoa and some 
biscuits. 

‘Good evening all,’ he said. ‘May I sit with vou^ I heard 
\our \oiccs and felt I netdt d a little company. I’ve been hard at 
uoik ail evening up in my loom.’ 

onie and sit by me, Mr Pringle, s.ud Maisie. ‘You know 
1 love you.’ 

He sat beside her, nodding and smiling. Uncle Nick was 
staling at him. ‘Do you really mean you’ve been hard at woik 
all cvcuing’’ Uncle Nick asked him. 

‘Ccit.unly I have, Mr Ollanfon,’ said Mi Pi ingle, sohmn 
.viid dignified now. ‘Why do you sound surpiisid^’ 

‘Well, I imagined—that— well, you wcie on to sometliing 
th.it didn’t require any h.aid work.’ 

‘In fact you thought I was a chailat.an,’ siid Mr Piinglc. 

1 ilk mg money lor doing nothing.’ 

Mr Piinglc woiks very vciy hard,’ said Maisie, looking 
It pio.achfully at Uncle Nick. ‘And he only chaiges half-a- 
«iown for giving advice, based on the stars. And only ten 
shillings for a full horoscope, which t<ikes him hours and hours. 
^ ou ought to see his room. It’s full of shelves of star maps 

.md things. It’s all— saenttfit —isn’t it, Mr Pimgle?’ 

‘Geitainly it is, my dear. 'Though there’s philosophy and art 
in it as well. All very ancient.’ 

‘ I know that,’ said Uncle Nick. ‘But I never thought you took 
it sciiously.’ 

‘If I didn’t, Mr Ollanton,’ said Mr Pungle gravely, ‘I 
wouldn’t call mvself an astrologer. T know other and easier 
ways of carmng a living, you know. Originally, T was a jeweller 
aiicl watch-maker, apprenticed to the trade. I can still repair 
a w atch or clock if I have to.’ 

‘Mr Pringle,’ Peggy told us, ‘is veiy clever as well as being 
an old sweetie. I’m not suie myself about all these stars and 
influences of his—’ 
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‘Peggy, you can’t say that,’ Maisie broke in excitedly. 
‘Look how right he was about—^you-know-who—’ 

‘I was right about him too,’ said Peggy gloomily. ‘The 
artful blighter.’ 

‘Well now, Mr Pringle,’ said Uncle Nick. ‘I’m in the magic 
line myself, as you know. So I’ll make a bargain with you. You 
come and have a look at my magic at the Palace—take a night 
off—and I’ll have half-a-crown’s worth of advice from the 
stars or a full ten-bob’s worth of horoscope, just as you please.’ 

Mr Pringle nodded solemnly, looking hard at Uncle Nick 
over his spectacles. ‘Very well, Mr Ollanton. That’s a bargain. 
In the meantime, I’U give you a little advice for nothing. 
You’re a Taurus, I believe. No, no, never mind about that. 
You come and tell me exactly when and where you were born, 
sometime tomorrow morning. But I can toll you now you’re 
about to engage yourself in something that’s very diflicult and 
might be very dangerous. So you must be very very careful. But 
then you know that, Mr Ollanton. Am I right? ’ 

‘You might be,’ said Uncle Nick. ‘And then again—you 
might not, Mr Pringle.’ He sounded careless and casual, just 
avoiding the contemptuous. But while this might do for Mr 
Pringle and the girls, it wouldn’t do for me, who kn^W him so 
much better. I could catch behind this tone faint echoes of 
a shocked surprise. Uncle Nick, I could have sworn, really um 
engaged in something that was very difficult and might be very 
dangerous. It was fine again, the next morning, but there was a 
strong fresh wind ruffling up the sea and there seemed to be salt 
in the air as I walked at a sharp pace along the main promen¬ 
ade, as far as the North Shore and back, I'o my relief, I didn’t 
run into Inspector Crabb, but then, when I left the promenade 
to return to the digs, I saw him across the road, talking to two 
men outside a pub. And then, as I hurried along, I had just 
time to see that the two men were Sam and Ben Hayes. 

There were plenty of people coming off the London train 
that I had to meet at four, but I had no difficulty finding Philip 
Tewby, so like and yet so unlike Bzu'ney. He wais struggling 
with a suitcase nearly as big as himself, and though he refused 
to hand it over to me, he agreed to let me share his grip on the 
handle. It was like walking with a magically transformed 
Barney. Philip Tewby was an extremely serious and dignified 
little man, very neatly dressed, whereas Barney always looked 
hopelessly shabby and slovenly, as if he had long ago given up 
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all hope of improving his appearance. We were beaten in the 
rush for taxis at the station, but then, fortunately, because 
people were pointing and grinning at a young man and a 
dwarf carrying a suitcase between them, we found a taxi along 
the road. After I had read out the name—it was Mrs Schurcr 
—^and the addiess from the slip of paper Uncle Nick had 
given me, and we were on our way, Philip Tewby and I settled 
down to some solemn conversation. 

‘Before I forget, Mr Tewby,’ I began, ‘I have an urgent 
message to you from Mr Ollanton. You must go and see him at 
half-past eleven tomoirow morning.’ And I gave him the 
address ©four boarding-house. ‘Don’t fail to be there, because 
my unde seems to think it’s very important.’ 

‘Tf it’s important to him. Mi Herncastle,* said Philip Tewby 
gravely, ‘then it’s important to me.’ And he pulled out a 
pocket-book and made a note of the time and the addiess. 
‘I’m looking forward to w'orking with Mr Ollanton, who i' 
very well known and much respected in the profession. Have 
) 0 u any idea what is being planned for me, Mi Herm aslle.'*' 
‘No, 1 haven’t, Mr Tewby. No doubt my uncle will explain. 
Have you been to Blackpool before.-*’ 

T’or one season, a few years ago. At the Tower Ciicus. 
Running on and falling about, betw-een the acts, with the 
clowns. 'Jo amuse the children, Mr Herncastle—of all agc's. 
I’m fond of young childien—I like to hear them laugh-- but 
not the others, Mr Herncastle, not the others. I saw very little 
ol the town itself—with two performances a day, Mr Hern¬ 
castle, and often feeling veiy tned—two of the clowns weic 
always very rough. But 1 am a seiious man, Mr Herncastle, 
and I think life is a seiious busincs-. and a whole large* town 
devoted only to frivohty and foolishness and greed—can that 
be a good thing for our country, Mr Herncastle^’ 

‘Probably not. But you ought to see the place*’ these people 
come from, Mr Tewby. We’ve been placing some of them. No 
wonder they come rushing here to chuck their money away.' 

He turned to look up at me with hi wise sad dwarf’.' eyes. 
‘I’m not blaming them, Mr Herncastle. But should all this 
money be thrown away here? What if they began to spend the 
money at home, to make those places better? Wc have so many 
duty, ugly towns, Mr Herncastle.’ 

‘I know we have, Mr Tewby. I’ve been going round some 
of them since I saw you last.’ 
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‘That wasn’t a pleasant afternoon for me, Mr Hemcastle. 
Not until Mr Ollanton asked me my name and what experience 
I’d had, ai\d I thought it might lead to an engagement. Do you 
know this Mrs Schurer, Mr Hemcastle?’ 

‘No, but she must be somebody my uncle knows. The town’s 
full up, and he must have asked her if she could find him a bed 
for you.’ 

‘ I appreciate that very much, Mr Hemcastle. It was thought¬ 
ful of him—most thoughtful.’ 

I agreed that it was, and then told myself it was surprising 
too, because 1 never thought of Uncle Nick being thoughtful in 
this sense. But then there was something peculiar and mysteri¬ 
ous anyhow about this sudden enlistment of Philip Tewby, 
when w'e didn’t seem to need him in the act; and I remembered 
Uncle Nick’s equally peculiai and mysterious manner. And 
why, for instance, had 1 to leave the digs, next morning, well 
before Tewby was due there? 

Mrs Schurer lived in a newish row of houses off the North 
Shore. When we lugged Tewby‘s suitcase up to the front door, 
we could hear two people inside shouting at each other. Mis 
Schurer answered my ring; she was an older, henna-haired 
Doris Tingley, and looked as if she'd just been <diouting. But 
she seemed glad to see us; perhaps she felt she’d been shouting 
long enough. 

‘Come ill, come in. You’re Nick OlJ.inton’s nephew, are 
you? Pleased to meet you. I used to be with Nick. .\nd this is 
the--’ 

‘Mr Tewby,’ I cut in hastily. 

‘How d’you do? It’s just a small attic room, Mr Tew'by, 
but it’s clean and comfortable.' 

‘It will be just what I want, thank you, Mrs Schuier.’ 

We were now standing in a little hallway, wdiich im¬ 
mediately became too crowded when a fat man joined us. lie 
had a scarlet moon of a face; he was wearing a shirt open at 
the neck and trousers that refused to meet at the lop, round his 
great belly; and he w'as smoking a cigar in enraged short puffs, 
like an indignant locomotive. 

‘And this is my husband. Max. You might have overheard 
me having words with him. Well, I’ll show you your room, Mr 
Tewby—leave the bag down here just now. And Max, you can 
let steam off, talking to this young man.’ 

Max Schurer’s English was fluent enough, too fluent, but 
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he spoke with a thick foreign accent that must be left to the 
imagination. He took me into a sitting-room tliat was filled 
with knick-knacks, stage photographs, and newspapers, all 
kinds of newspapers, foreign as well as English. ‘You wish a 
glass of beer? No? Then pardon me—I am very thirsty after 
shouting with my wife.’ And then he filled and drained in one 
vast gulp a glass of lager. 

‘We make a big argument,’ he began, after picking up his 
cigar and looking at it suspiciously. ‘ I say we leave this country 
—not to Germany or France, no bloody fear, but to Holland, 
to Switzeiland, to Denmark or Sweden. I am a chef—I am 
here at the Metropolc—so I can work any place. Holland, 
Switzerland, Denmark, Sweden,’ he shouted, as if they were 
»ailway stations we were arriving at all at once. 

I began to think he was barmy. ‘Why do you want to go 
to those places? What’s the matter w'ith this country?’ 

‘Sometime perh.ips I tell you all that is matlci with this 
country,’ he shouted. ‘But now I wish to leave, to go to one 
of those places, because soon theie will be War. Yes, yes, yes 
—W'ar, Wai, War, Wai!’ He giabbed some tu'wspapers and 
shook them under my nose. ‘Archduke Francis Fc-idinand is 
assassinated at Sarajevo. You have seen?’ 

‘I read something about it.’ 

‘I have worked in Vienna. I have worked in Belgrade— 
though only for three months—tei rible. I think about inti'r- 
national allairs. Austria will ask too much of the Serbs. Then 
there w'ill be War.’ 

‘I dare say. But there'> always some sort of war down 
there—’ 

‘Drnvn there? It is not down there. It will be everywhere. 
It will be here. Why do )ou thii'k I tell my wife wc must go? 
Serbia brings in Russia. Austria brings in Germany. Russia 
brings in France, which brings in Brit.ain. Then Europe is on 
fire. Except in the places where I wish to go. None of this can 
I make my wife understand. Ah—you British—^with your 
suifragettes and votes for women auci home rule for Ireland 
and five hundred rifles going to Ulster—when soon there will 
be IFar— IVar — IVar. Not a little Balkans w'ar--but one big 
terrible hell of a war between the Great Powers—’ 

‘Now stop it, Max,’ said his wife, returning. ‘And take poor 
little Mr Tewby’s bag up for him—do you good, state you’re in.’ 
After he’d gone, she smiled apologetically at me. ‘I heard him 
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going on at you, just the way he does at me. You mightn’t 
believe it, the way he’s just been shouting and carrying on, but 
there isn’t a nicer kinder man in this town than my Max, and 
he’s a very clever chef, he can get work anywhere, and he only 
came to the Metropole because I wanted to be here. But he 
will go on and on about all this foreign politics—and what 
Austria said to Italy or what Germany’ll say to Russia, as if they 
were a lot of quarrelsome people living further along the street. 
It’s his hobby really. Do you go in for it? ’ 

‘ No, I don’t, Mrs Schurer, I prefer painting,’ 

‘Isn’t that nice? I wish he did—<^r fretwork or stamps or 
something. He says it’s because he comes from Alsace. He’s 
got two pals—one from the Metropole and another from the 
Imperial—and some nights they argue here, top of their voices, 
till all hours—and I have to keep knocking on the ceiling. 
Well, I suppose a man has to have something—and it’s not like 
he was gambling or going out with other women but wlien he 
starts saying there’ll be a war and we oiieht to go live in Sweden 
or somewhere, I begin to lose mv p.itienoe.’ She \vai(< d a 
moment, as if listening. ‘He’s taking his time coming l)aek, 
isn’t he? D’you think he’s started .in argument with pooi little 
Mr Tewby?’ 

Alter the first house, that night, Um le Nii k asked me to 
biiiig him the stilt-boots from our prop basket below. He h.id 
w'orked on these with Sam and Ben, aiti'r th.it time when Barney 
nearly fell, but he hadn’t pul The Rival Ma^uiatts bac k into the 
act, and so W'C hadn’t used them. 

‘And you’d better find some stiong paper or a bit of cloth,' 
Umle Nil k went on. ‘I’m taking them to the digs.’ 

1 must have stared at him. 

‘Well, get on with it, l.id,’ he said irritably. ‘I know what I’m 
doing, even if you don’t. And there’s no reason why you should 
have everything explained to you. Just take an order for once. 
Oh—and what about Philip Tew’by?’ 

‘1 left him having an argument with Max Schurer about 
international affairs,’ 1 replied, with a grin. ‘But I’d alreadv 
warned him you wanted to see him in the morning. He’ll 
be there—he’s a thoughtful responsible little man.’ 

‘I dare say,’ said Uncle Nick gloomily. ‘But if I’d known 
what I know' now. I’d have had no dwarfs in the act. They’re 
as bad as women.’ 
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Nlxt morning, m,pdnfsday, obevmg Uncle Nuk’s strantje 
imtmctions, I went out about quarter to el(\cn, with a sketch¬ 
book but no paints, not wishmi? to eolhet a Blackpool crowd. 
Low clouds weie beginmng to settle, and it looked as if lain 
w as on its w a\. How eve r, I w as able to spe ncl nearly tw o houi s 
wandering about the big fan ground ueai the South Shore, and 
sketihing am thing tint caught my (\c. This was a woniilul 
time oil , a lefie shing le le ast fiomnn grove mg and darkening 
be uildciment. I forgot about the muidei and laspcetoi Ciabb 
and Lnele Nick’s incieasnigl> odd behiviour. Ihere aic all 
ni inner of strange oi attiaetive shapes in a big fairgioiind, 
some fine patches of eolour teio aiieJ I made notes of tiicm 
Vnel there weic not too mans peoj>le ibenit al hist, so altoge then 
I had a geioel moining. Wliene ver I eoiilel live and fuiie (ion, if 
oidv f(^l an heiui oi so, as a paintei anel not es somebody on the 
\ tn t\ stage, I fell better al oiue, easiei and more hopeful 
a id eoiiftdenl, and this explims win, win ii 1 w is cut oil fioni 
p Hilling anel drawing, when 1 felt I eouliln t be aii\thing but i 
vouiig man m vane tv, 1 w is so eiften inehneel to feel daikly 
bewildeitd ind i ithei pessiinisiie, is if 1 was abeiut to be lost 
(oi ever 111 a cenilusing and e \il woild 

It begin to 1 iin in the e iilv a(teine>oii so I went .ilong tei 
the ^\lntel Giiehus, wonel iin v\h i* I woulel think .iboiil the 
p] lee now, not hi'mg vnited it sun i 1 w is i sehoeilbov and 
ell//) withwenid i it its nrav of ar iisements. Ihere mujt have 
be en at h ist i theius ind pe eiph d i e in'f iii the e i emnems ball- 
looin I waneleieel louiui the lenvest balcony, like the diess 
ciielc of a theatie, oic monall). stopjnng to look down on the 
diieeis, seeing myself as a diliehee! lociil obseivei but 
seeieth hoping, I tliink, to puf up some a tor ishingl) piet'y 
gill who- if the magic worked—voiild be by herself and 
longing to meet somcbod> like me r>ul as the magic wasn’t 
w01 king, the few girls who weren t dancing wcie either in pairs 
oi with motheis oi aunts, and anvhow not one of them was 
astomslunglv piettv. 

Ihen the orchestra moved into slow walt/-tmu, and all the 
partneis on the flooi took three steps, swinging clasped hands, 
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and then waltzed three steps—I think that's right, but I can't 

be sure because it is well over forty years since I last saw this 
particular dance, which I believe was called ‘The Veleta’. 
It was very popular at that time, especially in places like 
Blackpool, where a thousand or more could do it together, 
making a delightful moving pattern. The working girls in the 
provinees were as skilled in this slow graceful dance as their 
social superiors were in liOndon, where I had seen them, in 
their ‘bunny-hugs’ and ‘turkey-trots’. And as there were not 
enough young men, many of these girls, that afternoon, were 
dancing together, better ofl'than they v'ould have been with the 
newer and more fashionaljle dances, more highly charged with 
sex. I forget what Viennese w’altz, by I.char or Oscar Straus, 
was being played, probably something out of The i.onnt of 
Luxemburg or A Waltz Dream, but 1 know it helped me to lo->e 
myself in the scene. And I wasn't pleased to find myself jerked 
out of it by Inspector C'rabb. 

‘Very nice. Mi Hcrmastle,’ he said, sitting dowm beside me 
and putting his wet bowler on the bro.id ledge of the bahotn. 
‘\’er\ like indeed. But I still say it fiightens me.’ 

‘Oh- in here too, it fiightens you. Inspector.’ 

‘That’s light. Outside, inside, all th(' same. Rut thei>I dc.n't 
sc'i' what you see. I ha\<- to lool a bit longer and liaider. .Vnd 
there might be a Bi inkle y, a Matk.n, a Stratton dinvn theie, 
keeping nit e tim«' 

‘Who .ue tins?’ 

‘Murdereis, Mr llerneasde. Some of the few' we caught. 
And siiu e 1 saw you 1 ist, T\e urn into h.df-a-do/« u mote wide 
boss from l-ondon not up heie for tluii lu alth or anybodv 
else’s. Tilts're not my concern thc'sc days, t»f course -I'se 
other lish to fry- but I It t 'cm knttw T .'•ptgted ’em. Now 
abtmt these two men you work with, Mr Herncastlc -Sam 
Haves and Ben Hayes—can you tell mo anything about 
’em?’ 

‘Not nuich. Except when we’re on stage or b.ukstagc', I 
see nothing of them. I'd call them reli.able- but dull.' 

‘Betting men, though, art'n't they'^ Betting men lose ollener 
than they win. Right? Then they need money. That's your 
weakness when you're a betting man.’ 

‘It’s always seemed to me a stupid business. But Sam and 
Ben have never asked me to lend them any money.’ 

‘What about Mr Ollanton? Do they ask liimP’ 
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‘I’d hate to tell you what Uncle Nick would say if they tried 
to touch him. He’s a hard man, Inspector.’ 

The dancers were applauding the band or themselves now; 
the delightful moving pattern was just a lot of people; ihedance 
was done. And I wished they would all begin again and that 
Crabb would go away. 

‘But would you say—a ruthless man?’ Crabb was giving a 
fairly good imitation of a person passing the time with Small¬ 
talk. ‘ Or would that be going too far, Mr Hcrncastle? ’ 

‘ I think much too far, Inspector. But of course I’m prejudiced 
in his favour. He’s treated me very well on the whole, but then, 
after all, he is my mother’s brother.’ 

‘Has a wife living in Brighton, I’m told,’ said Crabb, still 
doing his small-talk act. ‘They don't get on—eh? Then he 
was living with what’s-her-name—Cissie Mapes, wasn’t he? 
Cot rid of her rather in a hurry, didn't he? Oh- - it nuist be the 
Lancers now, the w.t.y they'’re forming up. Never cared for the 
L.ancers myself. What about stretching our legs?’ 

He examined his bowler, gave it a rub with the inside of his 
mackintosh, was about to put it on but then changed his mind, 
and then wc began moving round the back of the balcony. 
'I'he band went into some jiggety-joggety I.aricers tune, which 
T could hear as a background to the talk (hat C’rabb poured into 
my ear. 

‘ Had a word w'ith this Cissie Mapes before I came up here. 
Not under suspicion of course, as Furness told you. But I thought 
she might have noticed something I could use. When they’re 
not lying their little heads oil - and most of ’em can’t resist it— 
women often tell you something useful, 'i'hey notice more than 
men do. They’re detectives by instinct.’ 

‘And what did you get out of poor Cissie, Tnspectfir?’ 

‘Ah—you say poor Cissie. Do you know’ why'?’ 

‘Well, chidly, I think, because my uncle w^as rather hard on 
her.’ 

‘Well, unless she’s very lucky—and I don’t think she’s going 
to be—I’d say she’ll be on the streets very shortly. And then 
the next time I sec her, if ever I do, she'll be in a back bedroom, 
Paddington way, with her throat cut—’ 

‘Oh—shut up!’ I stopped to glare at him. ‘Look—I’m sorry. 
Inspector, but I was fond of Cissie—’ 

He took my arm, really to start us moving again, but I felt 
almost as if he w'erc arresting me. ‘How fond? Didn’t go to bed 
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with her, did you? No, I know that. She told me. You were just 
friends, she said. Right. Then I offended you, didn’t I, by saying 
she’d be going on the streets? I’m a nasty brutal chap—eh? 
But I don’t want her to go on the streets, though I’m not her 
friend. You are —right? But what will you do to make sure she 
doesn’t go on the streets? I’ll tell you. Not a bloody thing, my 
boy. I just might, but you w'on’t. Nor your uncle, who used her 
and then stopped using her. So how much are your delicate 
fine feelings worth—eh? And d'you know where you’re living? 
On the moon. Not down here, where a lively girl, just being silly 
as lively girls often arc, suddenly finds w)mc fingers round her 
throat and gets turned into a piece of meat. And if I feel 
frightened in a place like this, where it’s all amusement and 
silliness, it’s because I know there aie tigers loose. 1 live vvith 
that knowledge, ytrung man, day and night.’ This lime he 
stopped. \Vc were in a blank eoiridor, \\hetc the ballroom 
endf'd and the band rould hardly be heard. 'Now is there any¬ 
thing you can tell me that 1 orrght to know.’" 

‘No, there bn't. Inspector,’ 1 assured him earaiestly. 

‘All right, then. 1-njoy ycittrsdl. Hnt be eartful. 'I here’s 
enough clap routrd herx' to lay uj> a brigade ofeavah'}, horses 
and all. (Jood afteiiroon, Mr llerrr< astle.' 

The five or six rlays that follotvtal this eireountr'r in the 
Winter Oai(h‘tis were \ery sfr.inge indeed. 'I'o begin with, this 
W'as Bl.u kpool in early Jul), tin- bic holida) season, with the 
whole place eratruned and roaring with rnunts and dads and 
kids and girly-gitls and irnilatiorr Krurts. ’I'm (illicit the Filheil, 
the Kmit li'itk the k, Basil Ifallain was singii'e.) Anything that 
could rlaitn a few jrennies or tr.ip .r si\puiee was in frril swing. 
From the lowdy-dowdy South .Shore lo the mote gerrier 1 North 
Shore, the holid.iy nrotuy oi the iunoccr.ts w.is cascading, down 
into the shenvs, e.iting hoitses, shops that sold nothing worth 
having, the vcine loclgc's and pubs, into the outstretched h.utcls 
of pierrots anti buskers, photom.ipheis, lake auctioneers, hoarse 
vendors of pcppc'rmint airtl pineapple Blackpool Rock, and iee- 
(ream and candy floss, fortune-tellers, dealers in comic hats, 
false nose.s, miniature walking-sticks, water pistols, balloons, 
and the things that rollt'd out as you blew and made rude 
noises. And there were mornings w’hen nothing seemed real 
except the children hurrying w ith their buckets and spades and 
the wind blowiirg from the sea. .\nd abcr\e it all, an iron up¬ 
raised finger by day, a narrerw constellation by night, rose the 



Tower, not new even then and seemingly a giant toy, but really 
perhaps a presage of a coming murderous age of towel's. 

It was strange to wonder at it all during the day and then 
find oneself every night in the middle of it at the Palace, where 
the same people laughed and clapped and Oo’d and /Mi’d as 
if they'd never been in a variety theatre before. Lily Farris, 
with the melodious giilish sentiment concocted by Mergeu, 
and the Ragtime Three, \vho made the most noise, were their 
favourites. However, they were always ready to admire and 
applaud Uncle Nick, tluiugh he had to work harder than usual 
to capture the attention of such audiences, noisy and restless 
and un.iblc to concentiatt* feu lung—he was at his best in front 
of people who weic closch altc'iitive, sk ptk.il, defying him to 
btiinboozle them—and 1 (ktm c.aight a sardonic glint in his 
eye. But in any event, he wasn't his customaiy stlf cluiing this 
Blackpool time. 

But what was stiauger still was to wantlei about in this vast 
idiotic holiday-cainival und(r tlie inlluenee, as I soon was, ol 
Inspec tor (Irabl). 1 lan into him somewheie evei) day, and he 
always insisted ujnui talking, lie h.id liis own piofcssional 
icas( ns, of Kunsc 1 knew in^incfivdv that nally he was 
alw.iv') haid at woik -but < vtn so 1 think lu' enjoyed emptying 
and darkening tlu' stene lor me, Miipping it of all its silly 
pink Hesh to show me tlie luud and olten muiderons bones. 
Sometimes, quite di'libeiately, J think, he would biiefly describe 
some other case of nmrdci in whi( h he’d been involved, ollenng 
me the coipsc, the sc attend clues, the closing of the net, the 
murdeier flapped. It w.is <is il he m.xde me sc'c, luiining through 
the coloured paper and the gold and silver tinsel of this Black- 
jiool holiday scene', a scaiJcl coid drijiping with blcjod. He 
destroyed whatever iniUM enee it had. And it was heue 'hat the 
sinister feeling, which 1 had fust known, months before, when 
I had seen all thc/se dwaifs at Joe Bosenby’s, arrived at its 
climax. Tliis was not Blackpool’s i.iult, but I never went there 
again. 

The only peison in the act who wasn’t behaving strangely 
w'as Doris Tingley, ver)' much herself if only because Blackpool 
and its crow'ds offered her endless excuses for indignation and 
belligerency. But Doris hated walking, so w'c never met during 
the day. Sam and Ben, never lively at any time now seemed 
fixed in a sullen withdrawn mood. I never saw Barney except 
on the stage, but then I’d always tried to avoid him because he 
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irritated me. His competitor or colleague, Philip Tewby, 
might have been sent back to London for all I knew, and the 
only time I mentioned him, Uncle Nick shut me up. As for 
Uncle Nick, now I saw him only at night, for he rarely got up 
before I had gone out and then he would go off somewhere in 
his car. 1 put this clown to his dislike of the mid-day boarding¬ 
house dinner, when we all sat round one table, but then I was 
puzzled by his silence about where he’d been and \vhat he was 
doing. On the Sunday, the beginning of the second week, when 
I came back fi’om my walk, Mrs Taggart told me that he must 
have gone off to Fleetwood, because he’d been asking her about 
the road there and hotels; but he never s.iid a word about it to 
me when he leturned, faiily late that night. It wasn't that he 
W'as unfriendly, making me feel I’d olfended him in some way. 
But he seemed coiniiletely self-absoibed and determined not to 
be communicative. So I felt shut out, and now that Nancy had 
had plenty of time to reply to my last, my final sad h'tter, and 
hadn’t, I felt < om])letely and finally shut out tluTe too, and was 
lelt with the unsoi\ed murder and Ciabb and tlie Blackpool 
scene iind the sinister feeling. 

So on«‘ night 1 accepted the invitation of my neighbouis, 
Maisie Dawe and Peggy (lanlbrd, to join them in their beflioom 
for a chink, 'I'liey had a bottle of port and I brought some 
whisky, making a nasty niiNtme if yciu didn't keep to one drink 
- and we didn't - and w'C told stories and giggled a lot, and 
Maisie was saucy and naughty and vaguely amorous, sitting on 
the door and leaning against my knees, but 1 knew' instinctisely 
th.it it w.is Peggy, sitting across horn us, not touching anybody, 
just staling, her fine eyes burning, her wide mouth now a little 
loose, who was in the mood for deeds and not more and more 
silly words. So I wasn't surprised, half an hour after I’d left 
them, to hear her come creeping into my room. And it wasn't 
much good, and I w.is sorry because I liked Peggy though I'd 
no real sexual feeling for her. After Julie, she seemed inexperi¬ 
enced and clumsy, rather emb.irrassing, but the chief trouble 
was that she Avas thinking about some other man, and, befoie 
she left me, she began crying at the thought of him. I fell 
asleep at once when she did leave me, but an hour or two after¬ 
wards, with the port and whisky at war inside me, I Avoke and 
h.ad to think after a f.ishion, though I didn't w’ant to, and c\ery- 
thing my mind alighted on seemed either darkly confused or 
altogether hateful. 
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II 


It \\ A.S ON the Wedne^cLu ol the vtoud BLukpool ^v(ck that 
Uncle iSick looked into m\ dussuig-iooin, just ilur v\e’d come 
up alter the fiist house pnloiinancr. \nd this in ifsdf was a 
suipnse after he d been so aloof ‘Qmti a stiang. i,’ 1 told him 
•Don’t try to be tunm, lad It isn’t sout nUU. iNow tlun - 
did you see your fiicnd Insptctoi Ciabb tod n-* 

'\ts, ju^t loi a minute oi two, tins aitunoon. Ran into him 
b\ accidint, as usual ’ 

‘ j hat s wh it 1 >u think Did lit sv\ anstluiig*’ 

IS, lit s 11(1 lu w is going up to I onclon lomoiiow ’ 

‘^ou’u ccitain-*' 

‘I’m (citain he sud it, L m le Nirk ’ 

‘Did lu St tin pie istd with hiinsill ” 

‘llaid to tell with him but now \oii ask im \(s, 1 think 
he did.’ 

L nth Xitk nodehtl ‘\\t e in't t ilk Ltit ind arnhow I 
ina\ hut things to tio, b(suits miusirn’ tlust blo{khtads foi a 
s< lond time. ’Now listt n, lad C oiiu up to ni) h( tlToom stiaight 
altei ‘uppei. If sou wtit going to do an\thing else have one 
of those gills, for instant e -drop it I want you up m my room, 
then we tan tilk lake it e os dmnig sujijm i Don t give any- 
bodv the imjntssion vou’ie eveited and eager to gt l away— 
t'v to S(ein natui d but a iiimutt oi iwo aflei 1 \t gone up, 
vou follow mt Riglii^ And kttp youi htael stiewed on, lad 
Ntni’ie gmi.g to need it ’ 

live minutes aftei he’d left the sujipti table, I d joined him 
in his room He locked the dooi incl then put twet ehans as far 
away hum it as tluv would go ‘Sit tlure, ltd \nel keep your 
volte deiwn. And if I forget and laist imn , just remind me 
Now one of two things is genng to happen U/moiiow Lithe i 
Ciabb te going to I onclon, as he told y^'", and if he is, then he’s 
going to tell his supeiioi oflieers he’s cracked the Colmar Case 
and to ask for a wan ant. Oi he’s banking on you telling me he’s 
gone to London—and he’ll keep out of the way until evening — 
and then he’ll spiing the trap And < ither way I’m ready to liet 
an\ money thcic’ll be a couple of plam-cle>lhes men outside 
that stage dooi tomoriow night. However, I’ve made my 
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preparations. But I need your help, lad. So now I’ve got to 
put it to you.’ 

Then I understood, in a flash, what I ought to have seen 
days and days before. Perhaps I did, but had immediately 
buried the thought. Tt was Barney, wasn’t it?’ 

‘Yes, it was Barney all right. And of course Sam and Ben 
lied when they told the police he’d left early with them that 
night. I’hey’re still sticking to it, but Crabb stopped believing 
them, I fancy, some days ago, and I never did believe them, 
though I thought at first they were just saving Barney some 
trouble. Even now they don’t kn av he did it. But I know, 
becaus<‘ I put it to him and he confessed. That’s why I sent 
for 'I'ew'by, even before I knew exactly what I was going to 
do.’ 

‘And what ate you going to do, uncle?’ 

He gave me a long hard look. ‘ I’m going to ask you to give 
me a hand helping a murderer to c'seape,’ he said grimly. 
‘That’s what it’ll look like, and what we’ll be charged with 
if we’re caught. This is no joke, lad. W(*’ie for it if this trick 
doesn’t come oil’. But what else can I do? This petor little tor- 
meiited sod isn’t a murderer. He didn’t want to kill her. She’d 
delil)erat<*ly excited him, and then kiuglu'd in his Tacc, telling 
him he w'asu't a man. Before he knew what he was doing, he’d 
got his hands round her neck and was shaking her, and then 
she trit-d to scream .ind h( lelt he had to stop her. He’ll never do 
it to anybe^dy else. He’s not a killer, not a sex maniac, just an 
excitable silly little man who’d the bad luck to get entangled 
vsith a stupid cruel teaser. And 1 can’t let them arrest him, put 
him in dock after clock, get some prosecuting K.C. to turn him 
into a momter until in the end they diag him kicking and 
screaming to the hangman. Now', lad, either you agree with 
that oi you don’t. If you do, and if you’re ready to help me, 
then remember you're going dead against the law and you 
could be in the dock yourself - -acxessory after the fact or what¬ 
ever it is. You may like Crabb, 1 don’t know', but for my money 
he’s a cruel bastard, and above him there are rows and rows 
of’em, with wigs and gowns and trumpets, all hard-hearted 
self-righteous old buggers.’ 

‘ Keep your voice clown,’ I told him. 

‘^\11 right, lad, all right. But are you with me or with them?’ 

‘ I’m with you, of course.’ 

‘Good for you, Richard. And I’m sorry I’ve seemed so 
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stand-offish lately, not telling you anything, but I daren’t 
till I knew how you’d take it. Besides, you were seeing too 
much of Crabb, who’s about ten times as artful as you think he 
is. But some of us are artful too, and we happen to be in the 
vanishing-and-cscape business.’ Clearly feeling relieved now, 
he lit a ci^r, produced a bottle of champagne that had a little 
tap fixed in its cork, filled two glasses and told me to drink 
to the trick of the Vanishing Divarf. 

‘I must explain one thing, lad, before I come to details. 
Why have I dragged you into this? First—and more important 
as you’ll soon see—I can’t work the effect by myself. Secondly, 
the more it’s muddled between us—you doing something you 
don’t understand but have been told to do—me being some¬ 
where else and not knowing w'hat they’re talking about—the 
less chance they'll have of competing us of anything if we don’t 
bring it off. It'll seem so muddled they won’t know where they 
are. But—by God, lad—there hasn’t to be any muddle on our 
side. You and I have to know exactly what w'c’ie doing. It’s 
the same old thing I’ve told you befoic. On the inside we plan 
and time it exactly while the audience on the outside—the 
police now—just look on half-dazed—’ 

‘But it’s haidly the same, though. Uncle Nick,’ 1 ventured 
to cut in. ‘The audience comes to be entertained. It asks to be 
deceived. But the police—’ 

‘Yes, yes, yes, I know'. They’re shaiper and W(*’1I have to be 
sharper. But the dilfeience is still there—between what really 
happens on the inside and what seems to be happening from 
the outside. Now let’s get on. No -wail —I’ll put the stuff to¬ 
gether fiist.’ Then, in his quick neat fashion, he brought out an 
odd assortment of things from vai ious drawers and his trunk. 

After he had carefully checked these things, he went on; 
‘Now tliis lot you take to Tewby in the morning: grease paint, 
white beaid and moustache and spirit gum, turban and long 
robe. He has the stilt-boots, he’s been getting used to ’em for 
the p.ast week. You help him to dress and make up. Don’t leave 
him till you’re satisfied with his appearance and feel sure he 
can do it himself. He has to look like a fairly tall and rather 
frail old Indian. This old Indian will pay me a call between 
the houses, arriving at the stage door at twenty to nine and 
leaving at nine o’clock. You’ll bring him—and this means 
you’ll change as soon as we’ve finished the act for the first 
house—and you’ll take him away. Only of course he’ll be 
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Tcwby when he comes, and Barney when he goes. Tewby 
takes over Barney’s part for the second house—’ 

‘Will he know what to do?’ 

‘What d’you take me for, lad? I’ve coached him and he’s 
seen the show four times from the gallery, wearing a blazer and 
a schoolboy cap. And he’s a smart little chap—not like Barney. 
He’ll know what to do all right.’ 

1 accepted that, and said so. ‘ Barney exchanges costume and 
make-up with Tcwby—wearing the stilt-boots, of course—’ 

‘Of course. He’ll be clumsier than Tewby but he’s only to 
hobble downstairs, \Nith us helping him, and then to go from 
the stage door to the car that’ll he waiting, leaning on your arm. 
And don’t forget that whoever’s watching the stage door will 
have already seen this old Indian arrive. Besides, they’re 
waiting for a dwarf, remember.’ 

‘ But when I’ve got Barney into the car, where do I take him? ’ 

‘To Fleetwood,’ said L’ncle Nick, leaning forward as he 
lowered his voice. ‘I’v*' already fixed that. Look—here are 
lour fivers. That’s what I’ve agreed to pay. There's a Dutch 
coaster, bound lor Rotterdam, l)ing t]icre--the Flora — 
Ckiptain Fieih-r. All T liave to do is to telephone a message 
to him in the morning- I've fixed all that too--t?lling him 
when to expect you. I’ll tell you later exactly where to find the 
FIvia. 'File tar’s all fixed tom ’t'on c.in leave that to me. None 
ol these chaps knows wlvut we’re up to —1 couldn’t risk that— 
but it doesn’t matter if they know it’s something shady, they’re 
not fond of the polue, any of’em.’ 

‘Does Barney know where he's going?' 

‘Mot yet. You'll tell him. But he's so fiighteiicd, h<‘’ll go 
anywhere. I've aheady written to a man I know in Rotterd.un 
- -I’ve played there and he’s a kind of agent—and all I have 
to do in the morning is to send him a cable, which won’t mean 
anything to anybody but him. I'll give Barni'y some money— 
ten or fifteen sovereigns he can change in Rotterdam—and 
then he'll do the best he can till he gets a job over there—they 
have plenty of circuses in Holland and Germany. However he 
goes on, it’ll be better than hanging. But you’ll have to keep 
a firm hand on him, he’ll be gibbering with fright—poor 
little bugger I’ 

Here I ought to explain that such an escape from one coim- 
tr>' to another w.as much easier in 1914 than it would have been 
afterwards. Except in Russia and Turkey no passports were 
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required. It was only after our gieat w.u* for ficedoin, and to 
make the woild safe for dcmociacy, tliat we were all clamped 
into the passpoit system, thereby making it possible for totali- 
laiian states to keep a stranglehold on then titizens. (Take 
away an oidinarv dec<'nt man’s passport, and he is helpless. 
Only ioqu<‘s, with an ample choke of forged passports, can 
defy the system.) Another smaller point is lh.it the Biitish 
golden sovereign, which we used then, could be exchanged anv- 
whcri' abroad because its face value was its actual value m 
gold. So, with no ])a.sspor ts wanted, no vis.is, and v\ith a handful 
of sovereigns, you could go anywheic at a nioment's notice. 
And as Uncle Akk and lucre talking, late that mght, the whole 
e.isv age w.is sauntering towards its destruction. 

Til lie out of the ac t for the sc c one! house,’ 1 told Uncle Nick. 

‘You’re not indispensable >ct, lad,’ s.iid I nc le .\kk, grin¬ 
ning. ‘Wc'll just have to get along withoirt \ou. Tve worked 
It out. We drop Ihe Vanu'utif CydiU and of course wc can’t 
put in Till Huai .\Jaghians vMthout the boots, which don t 
fc'igct to bring back. It’ll go better with 'I'twbv than it ever 
did with Harney. Hut I’ll have the Ho\ and the levitation 
(licet .ig.un Doris is more dependable th.in C’issie ever veas 
- and Til incluch* some of tire c^ld tricks. Well manage. 
Now just run through what voii have to do, l.id, so wt make no 
niist<ikc'S. lh.it suflragctlc lark wc worked in Teds was just 
pl.ivrng .uotincl compared with this. One wrong move, don t 
forget, and vcc’re utidei arrest. Nov\, run tlnouglr it slowly, 
Rich.ud.’ 

Iacii during the moiniiig of that ’Ihi.isdiy the stifling 
hcling of excitement mixed with appielicii ion beg.in to briild 
up. laking the tlungs euil to Philip lew by and tlreii helping 
him v\ith the old Indian costume irid rn.ike -up c>.is e asy enough, 
but even then there was one awkw.ird inoinent. It came when 
we well* both satisfied with his .ippeaianie and he had moved 
around a little we'aring the still-boots, which added nearly 
two feet to his height and, with th. long re be, made him look an 
entirely different person. lie griinac e‘d a bit as he moved around 

in them. ^ 

‘I’ve done my best to ijct usid to them, M: Herrirastle, he 

said. ‘But because of the angle of my feet and the straps, they 
arc rather painful. I’m afraid.’ W’itli the beard, the turban, 
the robe, the added height, he was somebody quite strange, 
but the sad wise dwarf’s eyes were still the same. 
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*I’m sorry, Mr Tewby, but it won’t be too bad. You can 
take everything off now, and then be ready for me tonight at 
about twenty-past eight. When we get out of the car at the 
stage door, you can hold on to my arm, as if you’re a frail 
old man, then it’s only a matter of getdng through the stage 
door and climbing some steps.’ 

‘And then I change costume and make-up and take part in 
the act, Mr Hemcastle. With some preliminary instructions 
from Mr Ollanton, I hope. That’s understood? Very well. Then 
I’ve only one question, Mr Hemcastle. Why am I doing this? ’ 

This question was something I’d never discussed with Uncle 
Nick. For a moment or two I didn’t know what to say. ‘Mr 
Tewby,’ I began slowly, ‘you’re just doing what you’ve been 
told to do. You don’t know what it’s all about. You can’t imag¬ 
ine.’ I looked hard at him. ‘You can’t possibly imagine, Mr 
Tewby.’ 

‘1 sec, Mr Hemcastle.’ He took ofl his turban, then sat 
down to loosen the big boots. ‘I’ve had some interesting dis¬ 
cussions with Mr Schurer. He still wants to leave the country, 
before it’s too late, he says. He doesn’t understand tliat Mr 
Asquith, a man of peace, would never allow this country to be 
dragged into some European war. Mr Schurer and*his friends 
are too excitable, far too excitable. Oh—one last question, Mr 
Hemcastle. If, by chance, the police ask me how long I’ve 
been working with Mr Ollanton—what do I say?’ 

‘Tell them the truth, Mr Tewby. Since the beginning of last 
week—Tuesday, wasn’t it? But you don’t need to tell them 
exactly what you’ve been doing. I’ll pick you up here—as the 
old Indian scholar, Dr Ram Dass of Bombay—at twenty-past 
eight.’ 

I walked back, having taken a taxi there. During the rest 
of the morning and in the afternoon, when I felt so disturbed 
I had to take another walk, the excitement went churning 
around deep inside, yet at the same time, as 1 cut my way 
through the holiday crowds, now in the sun again, I felt that 
what we were proposing to do, with our stilt-boots and false 
whiskers, seemed quite unreal, just a kind of joke between 
Uncle Nick and me, nothing to do with policemen and prisons. 
But then, when the excitement refused to be kept down, quite 
suddenly the crowds, all the holiday sights and sounds, would 
seem unreal, with nothing real left except my part in Uncle 
Nick’s latest and greatest illusion. 
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He had a last quick word with me as I was changing after 
our first house performance. ‘Fve told the stage-door keeper 
I’m expecting an Indian visitor—’ 

‘He’s Dr Ram Dass of Bombay.’ And I began laughing. 

‘Easy, lad, easy. And don't rush things. There’s plenty of 
time. Easy docs it, Richard. Oh—and the chap who’ll be 
driving your car is Stan Brown. I’m paying him well, and he 
knows what’s what and doesn’t give a damn for anybody.* 

It was a big impresshe car, and Stan Brown was wearing a 
chauffeur’s cap and uniform. As I sat beside him and then we 
diovc off, looking straight .ahead and hardly moving his lips 
he said: ‘As a rule I don't put on this sott o’ gear, but it’ll 
be useful tonight. Nothing like ,i uniform and the idea there’s 
»)inebody lich and impoit.int in the caper to impress the 
bloody bobbies. Notice them two plain-tlothes men watching 
the stage dooi.^ You surprise me. Stuck out a mile, silly twerps! 
^Vhen th.it's all you’re up ag.ainst, it’s a shame to take the 
money. \Vho arc we fete liing,'*’ 

’Dr Ram D.iss ofBcrabay.’ 

‘I’ll bclicv’c \ou but thousands wouldn’t. And what w'ould 
lu be an t xpcit on, in case I’m asked.’’ 

‘Indian magic.’ 

‘'J’hat's right. 'J’here’s a big lun on that in Fleetwood, they 
tell me.' 

There was nobody at the Schurcj’s to see Tewby as Dr Ram 
Dass come downstJurs and then go out to the car, leaning on my 
arm. M.xx Schurcr was working, and Uncle Nick, Tewby told 
me, had giv<*n Mrs Schnrei two tukets for some show. This 
time I rode at the ba(k with my distinguished old Indian, but 
that didn’t prevent Stan Brown fiom talking to me ov«t his 
shoulder. 

‘If he's a famous old Indian, th<‘n I’m M.iude Allan,’ Stan 
told me. ‘I’ll admit he’s a better job th.in the Father Christ¬ 
mases we have round here, but he won’t stand a good close 
look, not while it’s still daylight. I’ll get in as close to the stage 
door as I can, then you’ll have to work fast—getting him out 
and then inside.’ 

If anybody had challenged me when I was helping Tewby 
out, he could have heard my heart thumping. But nobody did. 
There are always people hanging around a stage door and I 
caught .an ‘Oo—look at him’ and a giggle or two. As we passed 
the stage-door keeper, with Tewby on my arm, I said: ‘I’m 
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afraid there are some steps to climb, Dr Ram Dass. But ue 
can take them slowly/ Unfortunately we’d no alternative; 
the stilt-boots were hard to manage going upstairs: and though 
Uncle Nick’s dressing-room, where I was taking him, was only 
up one flight, I was sweating with impatience and anxiety 
before we arrived there. As this was between the houses, there 
were some people about, all performers, but they looked only 
mildly curious. You would need a two-headed man to excite 
people backstage. 

Once inside the dressing-room, with the door loc ked behind 
them, and under Uncle Nick’s sharp instruction, the two dwarfs 
quickly exchanged costumes and make-up, tliough I had to 
help Barney with the boots, which he fi-ared and hated, and 
Uncle Nick added some last touches to his Ram Dass make-up. 
Then, when it was already about five minutes to riim, we ran 
into more trouble with Barney, w'ho was shaking and almost 
hysterical. He’d brought a big bag with him tlnit hr wanl(‘d to 
take aw'ay. 

‘It’s impossible,’ 1 said to Uncle Nick. ‘^Vhat are we sup¬ 
posed to be doing with a big bag? And who’ll (airy iU He 
can’t - and manage the boots. I can’t- if I’m to support him - 

‘I know, I know. It stays heiv.' 

‘Oh—Mis’ Olkin ton—Mis’ llerncastic,’ B.irney began 
yelling. ‘All my things my pieeious things -’ 

‘Shut up, you silly little bugger,’ Uncle Xiik told him 
fiercely, ‘ We’re trying to do the best we can tl)i you.’ 

‘If I m.ay make a sugge.stion, Mr Ollanton,’ .said Tewbv, 
now a Hindoo dwarf. ‘If Barney picks out th<' things he leallv 
must have, then w'c roll them into a bundle, he could tail) it 
under his robe.’ 

‘Right, (.iet on w'ith it, you tw’o.’ Then Uncle Nick looked 
at me. ‘One thing, Richard. ^Vhatevei St.in wants vou to do, 
betw'cen here and I’leetwood, just sec* you do it. Stan knows 
what he's doing. Right? And the best of luck, lad. 1 won’t forget 
this. Now you understand exactly what you've got to do 
at Fleetwood.^ Huny up with that bundle, you ti\o. Time’s 
getting on. And for God’s sake—try to keep steady, Barney. 
Yes, lad, I'm coming down with you. Makes a bit more fu'js 
and muddle.’ 

As W'e went out, Barney, w’ho w'as shaking and very wobbly 
in the boots, had Uncle Nick, very impressive in his Indian 
Magician’s rig, on one side of him and me on the other; and 
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we almost carried him to the door of the car, which Stan, 
looking both important and respectful, was holding open. 

‘Been a gicat pleasure and a privilege. Dr Dass,’ Uncle 
Nick cried heartily, as I pushed Barney, now nearly collapsing, 
further along the back seat and got in beside him. Uncle Nick 
was holding the door open himself now, filling the space, while 
Stan climbed into his dtiving seat. ‘Hope we can meet again, 
Dr Dass,’ he cried, and then slammed the door as Stan moved 
oir. Fortunately for us, the light was going quickly now. If i! 
hadn’t been, I don't think we could ever have carried otf the 
substitution, Barney being in such a state, almost gibbering. 
As it w.is, I thought, to mv horror, 1 heard somebodv shouting 
■Just a minute’ as we were on the move, though 1 wasn't 
certain, and anyhow Stan Brown was not tin man to be halted 
like that. 

H< drove f.dily fa^-t, but not fast enough to atuaef any 
attention, not tow aids thr' Noith Shore, wliiih w'onld be on 
oin wav to I’leetw'ood, but low.uds the South Shore. ‘Artn't 
\ou going the w'rong wa>.’' 1 talhd to him. 

‘No, not tor what I'm going to tlo, chnmrny,’ he called bxi k. 
’You start Iniiiying this np-and wt'll all be in the cart. I 
kno\» what I’lii doing.’ 

SoniewlK re on the edge erf the town, at the bac k of the South 
Shore, he diO\i“ us into a g.uage. It wms a biggish plai e, badly 
ht, where there were peth.ips h.ilf-a-do/en cars. ‘All ch.irige 
here. Out star get,’ he slioutnl .ts we stopped. 'Ihen .is lie got 
out, he called to sonn body invisible tc me; ‘All light, Uli.irlie, 
It's only me - Stan. I'll be ♦ iking the little tourer.’ 

I dragged lather th.in liclpccl Barney out. ‘Why have you 
brought us lune, Stan-*’ 

‘We ch.inge e.irs, we change ngs, wc’ie gojtig to bc' diflcnmit 
peciple. At least I am and so is he—ymi can just wcMr a big 
cap, I’ve got one sotncwherc*. 'riiett s no ch.inflcur now- sec'. 
He was all each taking olfliis uniform coat. ‘And help him to 
look like whatever he is like. And if he’s wh it 1 think he is, he’ji 
going to sit on the floor in the back. Ihen, instead of two nobs 
and a chauffeur in a big car, w< 're just two chaps in a little 
car. You mightn’t think it, but I’m Caicfnl Stan, 1 am. And 
don’t forget, Fleetwood’s only ten miles aw'ay, and it’s gc'tting 
darker every minute.’ 

I still had to help Barnev to change and remove his make-up. 
I thought after I had got him out of the stilt-boots he w'ould 
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have to go barefoot to Holland, but he had some slippers in 
his bundle. I wrapped the whiskers and the turban and the 
boots in the robe, and stuffed them into the back of the touring 
car. Barney crept into the back and vanished. I sat in front 
and waited for Stan, who’d gone to have a talk with the invisible 
Charlie. It was about ten o’clock when we left the garage and 
after half-past ten when we came within sight of the Flora at 
Fleetwood. After Barney and I had got out of the car, Stan 
said he wanted to sec some pal of his and that he would come 
back for me just after eleven. 

Captain Frecler was a thick shoiush chap with the broadest 
behind I’d ever seen on a man. He regarded Barney and his 
bundle with genial contempt and put a member ol the crevs in 
charge of him. I said good-bye to Barney and then follov ed 
Captain Frec'ler into his cabin, wlieie I handed him the four 
five-pound notes that Uncle Nick had given me for him. 

Captain Frecler didn’t like the look of them. ‘I hoped to 
have twenty of your fine English sovei eign pit 11 s.’ 

‘You can got them from the bank in the morning. Captain,’ 

I told him. ‘When do sou saiP’ 

‘Not till early afternoon. So I will go to the bank, a^. >ou sav.' 

‘And you’ll keep Barney -the dvsaif -out of sight tomoiitm, 
please.’ 

‘OFcouise, of course. He s\ill not be si en. Someone meets him 
in Rotter d.im um? All that has bet n arranged, no doubt um.^ 
So -v\c have a drink,’ 

The Dntih schnapps or \\hate\ci it nas made me shuddii'. 

‘It is too str'ong ftrr you?' 

‘Well, the truth is, Captain Fieeler, I’m tired I’ve h.id a 
long day- and luv stomaih’s emjrtv - ’ 

‘O-ho—you ha\e empty stomach. So s\c eat a little. Sit 
down please, young man. In five minutes we have sornithing 
to eat.’ 

While he w.is gone, I tried the sehnairps again, cautiously 
this time. I could hear CUptain Frecler shouting something 
m Dutch. Now that we seemed to have brought oil the decep¬ 
tion, Uncle Nick’s most ambitious illusion, 1 felt deflatid, not 
elated. 

‘Dutch pea soup,’ Captain Frecler announced, as he re¬ 
turned followed by a man cairying a large tray. ‘There is 
nothing better—all times of day and night. So—you add as 
many little pieces of ham—bacon—as you wish— like so.’ 
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And B, minute later 1 was helping myself to the tiny pieces of 
fried bacon and sprinkling them on to tlie soup, which was 
thick, almost solid. It was also very good, and voars afteiwaids, 
when I had a painting holiday m Holland, I often oidtud 
Dutch pea soup and lemcmbticd Captain rnder and the 
night of Baincy’s escape. 

It must have been nearei twehc o’clock than th\(n when 
Stan biought me to within a lew >aids of the digs and linn 
^topped I told him I would get the lobc and stull out ol tlu 
cai. But bcfoie I could move, he hid chtdod mi '] d 1< ivi 
It il I was vou, (hummv, hi told nu, talking out of tlu suU (1 
his mouth. ‘■T hat s a police sergeant standing tluii. \^h(H veni 
want to go. Pick vour stufl up toinonow It li be in the gai ige 
\ow vou )ust get out ciuu tl\, t ik( no nolle i of linn, are! look as il 
niothei s milk is uinning out of voiii mouth ' 

I saw the seieeant but pietended 1 h leln i, vslnle he pu- 
teneied not to Inu t seen me. Hum was a light eonui e fioni 
under tlu diiiing-iooni dooi, so I VMiit in lluie I rule Nuk 
v\ IS sitting at the t ibh , smoking a eigu anel eh inking ehuii- 
jiouu Oil the otlu' side of tlu t iblc, looking ve i\ aiu'iv w is 
Iii>lKctoi C 1 ibb 

Wluii hue ) OH bee id t i ibb isle d sli iipiv 
Whit’s It to eio \»ith jou wlieie lu’s bieid s ud I lu li 
\uk ilowi v( I, Riclnuil, tietch a point Idihiin Mi eoo 
I’ve b( cn vsontle ling wlu le ve>u d got to ITael >oin siijipi d 
^es tbits wheic I \e been Having some suppi r with 
a hit lid ’So law ig. inst it, is tlu le, Inspe e toi ’ 

How long has that elw uf, le wbv be i n wen ling V'lth 
Well, lu aiiived a wtik hist lueselu 1 kneiw bee lU'C 
I met him ’ 

‘When did the other one, Bainev, tro 

‘A few da>s afterwards, I suppose, Inspeeteii. Hu two 
dwarfs loeiked esaetK alike in then make-up, so I ruvei notueel 
when Barney hit and le wbv tookovei bom liim ’ 

‘Bainty was seen going in and out of tlu Palace stage doen 
right up to tonight.’ 

I shook niy head. ‘That would oc 1 cwby.’ 

‘They aircstcd poor little Tewby tonight,’ said Unde Nick, 
‘though of com sc they had to let him go. 

‘Arrested him for what, uncic’’’ 

‘That’s enough of the cross-talk,’ said C.abb angrily. He 
glaied at me. ‘Wliere’s Barney now*’ 
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*I don’t know, Inspector. Why should I? He wasn’t a friend 
of mine. You should try Joe Bosenby’s Agency—’ 

‘I’ve told him that,’ said Uncle Nick. 

Crabb brought his hands down flat on the table and then 
got up. ‘We’ll find him, y’know. Don’t make any mistake 
about that. And when we do, I’ll make him talk. And then 
one of you—probably both of you—^will be in it up to the ncc k, 
or I’ll cat my hat.’ 

‘Well, good night. Inspector,’ said Uncle Nick affably. 

Crabb’s reply was to bang the door. Then the outer door 
was opened and shut violently. 

‘Good lad! He got no more change out of you than he did 
out of mo. He knows damned well that we diddled him but lie 
can’t think how. The great Inspector Cirabb is baffled. I take 
it everything went all right at the other end? Good, ’i’hen 
Grabb's stuck with the Case of the Disaijpearing Dwail. 
Not bad—eh, lad?’ 

It was, I think, at least in some ways, his best trick. 


12 

We were in Leicester again during tli.it first week in August, 
when the wai began. This had nothing to do with the Lan- 
c ashire lour that had ended at Blackpool. Wo no longi r shai< d 
the bill with any of those people. Uncle Nick had meant to t.ike 
a holiday, but had been persuaded by Joe Bosenbv— and, 1 
believe, an extra fifty' pounds a week—to accept a few d.itcc, 
topping the bill in place of a vciy popul.vr light comedian, 
Norman Bentley, who was having his appendix taken out. We 
had four dates definitely fixed: Leicester, Nottinglnim, Sheilield 
and Leeds. Most of the acts with us at Leicester were terrible, 
August being a thin time for variety in industrial towns. Onlv 
one of them, at the bottom of the bill and so next to us in 
grandeur, was playing the same dates that we were: it was a 
vocal husband-and-wife act. Iris Hampton and Philip Hall, 
who sang duets from operettas and were dressy, stiff and ultra- 
refined, and behaved backstage as if they were slumming. 
Uncle Nick disliked them on sight; and they disliked him be¬ 
cause they thought they ought to be topping the bill. 
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As the star attraction, earning more money than ever, 
Uncle Nick ought to have been pleased with life. The act itself 
\^as better than I’d ever known it, chiefly because Doris Tingley 
and Philip Tew by were much quicker and easier to work with 
than Cissic and Barney had been. As a team now, w'e were in 
wonderful shape. But a good act isn’t complete without a good 
audience. And the first houses w'cre poorly attended all that 
week—so that Uncle Nick, as he confessed to me, felt he wasn't 
earning the extra money he’d demanded—and though tlv 
s(Tond houses were much better, the audiences were restless 
and silly, unable to conccntral*' their attention, to Uncle 
Nick’s disgust. As soon as we were in the war- though we 
didn’t know how fai in w e w ei e or w hat w as i eall> happening -- 
L ncle Nick ended the act with what he c.illed ‘children’s 
paitv conjuring’, pulling out of a tube r.f paper a lot of flags 
the ‘big flag fnmh', he calh d it,)«(ling at hnnsr If atid always 
(onduding with a gigantic Lhiion Jack, which brought more 
applause than all the clc‘\tr illusions put together. ‘We'll 
find ourselves m a madhouse soon, lad,’ he muttcied to me as 
we came oil, one night. ‘1 can feel it corning. Bloody idiots!’ 

I think he damned the war, tin le light at the'very beginning, 
lx (ause he saw' it as another, bigger, mote impit'Ssivc and 
demanding pcrforniei, a lival toji ol the bill. \Mion the news- 
bovs came luiining and shouting along the stiecK -a sight and 
sound I’d almo't forgotten until I made' jnvscll ic-inenibei those 
\ugust weeks--I would sometimes Iniv a jiaper, but Utielc 
Nick ne'ver did, though, if we were tejgethci, he‘’d alw.iys rou- 
tiive to leain the late st new- lienu me while' still ajijieaiing to be 
aloof or conternptucnis. Newer an admirer ol oidinaty people 
at any time, he was now' savage in his scorn. 

‘Just notice the way they’re '.iking it, lad. T.ike a free triji to 
Blackpool or Margate. It's a hrand-mw hit of excitement at 
last. They lead such drear)' lives in their Land of Hope and 
Glory—and I’ll bet Ins Hampton ai.d Phxhp Hall w’ill finish 
their act singing that, by next week -I say they lead such 
dreary lives that they think a war, so long as it’s somewhere 
else, is a tn at. And they’ll display their patiiotlsm by throwing 
Stones at German bands and looting pork-butchers’ for fre-e 
sausages. It’s a nasty excitement too, lad. I can feel it in the 
audiences. They don’t want to settle down, look and listen 
properly, enjoy themselves like rivilised people. If one of us 
broke our bloody neck, they’d be delighted, the mood they’re 
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in now. I wish to God I’d never let Joe Bosenby talk me into 
this. 1 ought to be having a holiday now in some quiet little 
place—^West of Ireland perhaps. But then at the moment I 
don’t know a woman I’d like to ask. And a man needs a woman 
on a holiday.’ 

‘Well, find one, Uncle Nick, and then take her on a holiday 
as soon as we’ve played these few dates.’ 

‘You’re too optimistic, lad. Not about the woman—that 
wouldn’t be hard—but about what it’s going to be like. Some 
of’em seem to imagine it’s going to be all Bank Holidays.’ 

We were talking over supper—w( were sharing digs and 
had them to ourselves—and no sooner had Uncle Nick men¬ 
tioned Bank Holidays (and we’d had three in succession that 
fiist w'cek) than there came through the open window the 
sound of confused cheering, ptobably from the pub down the 
road. 

‘There they go,’ said Uncle Nick. ‘All rheering and becring. 
Hurray for the Navy! Hun ay for Kitchener—w'ho only knows 
how to beat fuzzy-wuz/ies and Boer farmers! I'hrre cheers 
for the red, white and blue!’ 

‘Uncle Nick, you t.dk as if you weieii’t on our side.’ But I 
smiled as I said it. 

‘No, that’s not it, lad. But just wait a wetk or two, then I’ll 
explain <‘\aclly what I think and leel about this war business 
we’ve got into. Now let's talk about something else, lor God's 
sake.’ 

The next two weeks, first in Nottingham and then in 
Sheflicld, 1 spent a lot of time with Uncle Nick, just as if I 
already knew, in some dark corner of my mind, that we w'crc 
close to the end of our associ.ition. He still had his car, and he 
would run me ocjt to where I w’anted to do some sketching or 
painting, go roaring olf .somew lu*i e, then come back to share 
a late picnic lunch. Two or three times we took Doris Tingley 
and Philip Tewby w'ith us. These ought to have been very 
pleasant days, but w e took that excitement with us, and I for 
one alw’ays felt that somewhere not far away, perhaps just the 
other side of the heat haze, things were happening that we 
didn't know about and wouldn’t understand if w'e did. I 
didn’t think it was all a lark, like the people Uncle Nick 
denounced; but on the other hand I couldn’t take it quite 
seriously; so I felt uneasy, not firmly on the ground, a bit up 
in the air in the wrong w'ay, and the work I did was no good. 
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We’d now got The Magic Painting into the act, and the trick 
daubs I sloshed on twice-nightly—^thc Rustic Cottage, The 
Wood, and the rest of them—didn’t seem much worse than the 
messes I was making during the day. 

One afternoon, when Doris Tingley was uith us, we had to 
stop the car at a crossroads to let a b.ittalion of territorials, 
headed by a band, march past us. Doris cried, and was furious. 
‘ Every dam’ time I hear one of those bands and sec all these 
boys marching, I can't stop myself crying. I ought to put m/ 
head in a bag. Crying!* 

‘You’ve hardly started yet, Doris,’ said Uncle Nick. ‘Theic’s 
going to be plenty of crying bcfoie we’re out of this. God’s 
truth—^look at all the dust they’ve kicked up,’ When we were 
out of the dust and had come to stieets again, we stopped near 
a hoarding, ‘bee that poster, Richard. Kitchener wants you. 
What d’you say to that, lad?’ 

I didn’t say anything. Not then. 


13 


At hie end of the bheindd week and then .dl tlnoughthe 
week at T.eed% Uncle Nick no longer asked me where I’d like 
him to take me in the car. I wa^. back to trams and trains while 
he, so far as I could gather, spent his time bctw'<*en the digs, 
the Queen’s Hotel and the General Post Ollrcc, writing letters, 
telephordng to London, seriding t< legrams and even cables. I 
didn’t know what he was up t» and took care not to ask him, 
even when pressed by Doris a.-d 1 «“wby, b( t arise obviously it 
was business, and Uncle Nick hked to keep negotiations to 
himself and then off-handtdly annouiKc the result of them. 
We all knew we had no immediate date alter this I.eeds week, 
and as day after day passed and Um le Nick said notlring to us, 
just gave us hard looks to st 'r any questions, we were in¬ 
creasingly curious and anxious. But this was true of me—I 
don’t know about the others—only up to Friday. However, 
1 was as surprised—though not as disappointed—as the others 
were when Friday night came and went and he hadn’t said 
anything to us. Indeed, the hard looks were harder than ever. 

1 didn’t go out sketching on Saturday—1 rarely did because 
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there were too many people about in the afternoon—^but I 
had a walk during the morning. We were still sharing digs, 
and as soon as I joined him at the dining-table I knew some¬ 
thing important had happened and that, whatever it was, it 
delighted him, even though he was working hard to hide his 
delight. 

‘I know there’s something,' I told him. ‘What is it?’ 

‘Not now, lad. I’ll explain tonight, after we’ve done our 
day’s work and are feeling easier. I want you all there, when 
we’ve changed after our second shew, in my dressing-room. 
So tell the others. Oh—and see there .tre glasses to go round— 
I’ve tlirce so you’ll need another three. We’ll be drinking 
champagne, but I’ll look after that—a couple of bottles, I 
fancy. And that’s all till tonight. What’s the latest about 
Gallant lattle Belgium? It must be a lot difl’erent from the 
Belgium I know.’ 

I didn’t want to argue this point, so I changed the sul)j(< t. 
‘I wonder what’s happened to Barney.’ 

‘Oh—I forgot to t(“U you that, had. He’s with a circus in 
Hanover. He didn’t tc 11 me of course —I doubt if he can w rite— 
but that Dutch agent did. The Gc-imans are thorough, so of 
course B.iiney might be interned now -he uiough I 

doubt if even the Germans will go poking aiound circus 
dwarfs. By the way, Richard - and >ou can tell the otheis thi» - 
I want to see two bang-slap-up splendiferous performances b) 
the (langa Dun Gompany tonight. 1 h.ive a good reason.’ 

So of course I passed this on to ]3oris and Tewbc, Sam and 
Ben. Now as a rule a Saturd.iy second house wasn’t our sort of 
audience; it wantc'd to laugh and to sing chorus songs. And, 
as I’ve already explained, the war c\cilemc-nt didn’t hc'lp us. 
NevcTtheless, the performance we gave to the second house at 
the Leeds Empire, that Saturday night at the end of August, 
1914 , was the best ever. Apart from all that flag nonsense at 
the end, Ibrcle Nick’s ‘children’s party conjuring', it had 
all our best illu.sions and effects, including the Box trick, 
which Doris worked much faster than Cissie, The Riiul 
Magicians, where again Pliilip Tewby was much better than 
Barney had ever been, The Vanishing Cyclist and my Magic 
Painting. We were all, you might say, magicians and master 
showmen, that night. Everything we did was dead right and 
beautifully timed. And I’ll swear that something went out from 
us to the audience—^it is at these times that stuff in a can going 
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on screens can’t be compared with live acts—so that the people 
in front knew intuitively tliis was no ordinary perfornumce. 
The applause at the end wasn t like thunder, because it never 

is, but it was long and hard, like a hailstorm on a wooden roof. 
And Uncle Nick did something I’d never seen him do before— 
he made us all take a call with him. But then—it was the last 
performance we would ever give with him. 

He was filling glasses when we arrived in his dressing-room, 
which was the star’s room and so tln‘ largest. T’d like yon to 
take a drink with me first, before I say anything. S.vm and Ben, 
1 know you two would rather have a couple of pints of'I’cllcy’s 
strong ale, but you must put up with this tipple of mine for once. 
Well—your vciy good health, all of you, and thanks lor a great 
last performance. Yes, it’s the last. But before I evpl.iin why, I 
want you to take these.’ He began handing out pay envelopes. 
‘You’ll find tw'o weeks’ inon('y' in theie. \nd as soon .is you've 
heard what 1 have to b.iy, Sam, you and Ben and Tewb\ had 
better go down and st.iit packing up. Not \’ou, Rithard, 1 want 
you. But make sure e\erything’s ready to go, <Mily Mond.iy 
morning, Sam, because I’ve an.mged loi a earl.ige company 
to call for it and then send it on to a warehouse m London,re.idy 
for when I s.iil. Because I'm going to Ameiie.u It’s all fixed.’ 

The fi\e of us all began talking at ome, but alter em])lying 
his glass he told us to kiep quiit. I can still see hitn now': he 
was we.iring a light suit and a claik ciimson tie; and his face, 
like those of most ai tots vs ho h.ivi just iemf>ved their make-up, 
S( emed pale and i.ithi i .shirty, so that his fierce bl.u k eyebrows 
and glitteiing dark eyes wti( thrown into strong rebel. 

‘Trrr going to Arirtra.i not just bet ause they want rrre over 
there and arc ready to pay ni' very' good money. \ou see, I 
don’t like this war. I tlon’t bt Ir, ve irr it. 1 think it i ever .should 
have happened. But now it's started, we woir’t be able to stop 

it. So I’m goiirg to America.’ He looketl at me. ‘What I in 
going to s.iy now, lad, doesn’t apply'^ to you, so don’t interrupt 
me.’I nodcied, and, aftei eivirrg me a quick grin, he turned to 
the othtT four. ‘I carx’t t.ike yo,; people with me, for various 
good reasons. And 1 hate throwrng you out of w'ork—’ 

‘And 1 should think so, Nick Ollantorr,’ Doris blazed at 
him. ‘At a time like this too!’ 

‘You think it’s a bad time to be out of work, Doris?’ 

‘Of course I do. Not that I carr’t nranage—and I want to 
see what Archie’s up to —but I’m tliinking about these three—’ 
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‘Doris, you’re wrong. Now listen, all of you. This isn’t going 
to be a bad time, it’s going to be a good time—^1 mean, to find 
jobs. Kitchener’s asking for a hundred thousand men. And he’ll 
get ’em. And another hundred thousand. And another and 
another. And they’ve already called up the regular reserves 
and the territorials. So what docs that mean? It means that in a 
few months they’re going to be desperately short of men—and 
women, if they’re ready to make munitions. Yes, Doris, they’ll 
be wanting you, if Archie can spare you. As for you two, Sam, 
Ben, you’re mechanics and you can’t go wrong. Next year at 
this time you’ll be earning three times the money I’ve been 
paying you.’ 

‘What about me, Mr OUanton?’ said Tewby, his eyes dark 
with misery. ‘Tilings were very bad before you ofleied me this 
engagement.’ 

‘I’d forget the stage, if I were you, Tewby, unless of course 
you get a particularly good oiler. There are lots of jobs a little 
man can do as well as a bigger one—^perhaps better. And 
hundreds of thousands of men can’t be taken out of civilian 
life without leaving vacancies behind 'em. People have got 
the wrong idea about tins war; they tliink it’ll be over in a few 
months. But I know it won't. You’ll be wanted for something, 
Tewby, I promise you. And so will all of you. So get it out of 
your head I’m leaving you in the lurch, as they say. But I am 
le.iving you—so this had better be Good-bye.’ He went round 
shaking hands. 

‘And I’d b( tter say Good-bye loo,’ I said. 

‘That’s right, Richard lad—you had. But fill the glasses 
fust.' 

I did, and then followed Uncle Nirk’s example. After I’d 
shaken hands with Sam and Ben, I said very softly: ‘Inspector 
Cr.ibb never made you admit that Bartrey didn’t leave early 
with you that night, did he?’ 

‘He went on at us long enough. Inspector did,’ said Sam. 
‘Obstinate sort o’ man, he was. But me and Ben’s just as 
obstinate. Hayes family’s famous for it.’ 

‘1 hat’s right,’ said Ben. It was one of the very few times I’d 
ever heaid him say anything at all. And I never heard him say 
anything again. 

‘It’s been a great pleasure, Mr Herncastle,’ said Tewby 
gravely. ‘And if I do leave the stage—and I appreciate the 
force of Mr OUanton’s argument—I’ll carry away with me a 

29* 



very pleasant memory of this engagement. I still feel at times 
that I’m really Dr Ram Dass of Bombay.’ 

Then, when I grasped her hand, Doris broke out indignantly: 

‘ Seems to me I m crying half the time now. Must be softening 
of the brain. And now it’s kissing as well.’ And she pulled her 
hand away, flung her arms round me, and gave me a kind of 
angry kiss. 

‘And remember me to Archie, Doiis. I like Archie.’ 

‘I know. He gets round everybody—except possible custom¬ 
ers. Find yourself a nice girl, Dick. Not that it’ll be c.isy. Most 
of 'em now aren't worth houseroom—idle little sluts!’ 

And that indignant civ was the last I heard from Doiis tor 
aliout eight or nine yeais. 

Uncle Nick had his car and ae diove out to the digs in 
silence. Champagne makes me feel lively for about ten minutes 
oi so and then leaves me feeling empty and melancholy. Now 
I felt sad. I had giown fond of Doiis and little Tewby, and if 
I didn’t fet 1 the same about Sam and Ben, aftei all I’d woi ked 
with them month after month, in all kinds of places. And that 
night, b( tween us, we’d gi\en people a wonderful piafoiinancc, 
wiiidi at least a few of them might remember for yeats. ‘Just 
listen to him,’ one of them might say. ‘Dad’s alwa-^s going 
on about that Indian magic lan we saw at the Lmpiie, early in 
the war. I'liough it was a w'onderful tnin, I mast say. You 
don’t see anything like that now^’ But I was in no position, 
as we shall see, to rcpioach Uncle Nick loi bicaking up the 
act. 

\Vc had supper alone, nobody else was staying there. Wc 
ate in a small back room--I can see* it now full of rubbed 
plush, some of it purple, some of it a m< tallu grecui, and 
dominated by an enormous bt.d picture—a g«*miine hand- 
painted oil, the landlady had told us, and a Ic'gacy fiom an 
uncle- of nieriy cardinals toasting one another in red ink. 
While wc disposed of our cold lamb and salad and bilberry 
pie, we talked about Doris and Tewby, Sai i and Ben, and Uncle 
Nick went on to describe other p< oole who had woikcd for him. 
But then when he lit a cigar and 1 my pipe, this rambling talk 
suddenly came to a halt. 

‘You must have guessed why I left you out of that talk in 
the dressing-room. I w’ant you to come with me, lad. I’ve a 
forty-week contract with Keith over there, then I’m booked 
into the Palace, New York, for a month. It’ll be hard work on 
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the road—^harder than it is here—^longer hours, longer journeys 
—but it’ll be a great experience for you. It really is a New 
World, Richard. I don’t say it’s perfect. There’s plenty to 
find fault with over there. But it’ll grow and grow, get better 
and better, while Europe’s busy cutting its own throat. I’m 
not quite certain yet, but 1 think we’ll be sailing in the Lusitania 
in about ten days’ time.’ 

‘I’m sorry. Uncle Nick. You’ll have to go by yourself. I’m 
enlisting.’ 

‘You’re what?' 

‘ Enlisting. Joining Kitchener’s Nt w Army.’ 

He put his cigar down. ‘Lad—^you must be out of your 
bloody mind. Army? Why should you go and join any army? 
I’ll give you a dozen good reasons why you shouldn’t. Now just 
give me one good reason w'hy you should.’ 

‘It’s hard to explain,’ I began slowly. 

‘It’s impossible to explain, unless you’re going up the pole— 
barmy—’ 

While he replaced his cigar and pulled hard at it, I hesitati'd. 

‘Well, go on lad,’ he shouted through the cigar smoke. ‘Go 
on. You must have something to say for yourself, however daft 
it is.’ 

I avoided meeting his dark glare, looked tow'ards the 
roisteting cardinals, and then spoke hesitantly. ‘I don’t want 
to be a soldier. I wish there wasn’t a war. And 1 don’t feel 
particularly patriotic. All this h in^ and Lountrj stud’ and llag- 
w'aving doesn’t make me want to cheer.’ 

‘1 should hope not,’ Uncle Nick growled. ‘Lot of dogshit. 
But go on, go on.’ 

‘ I know', though, that if I w'cnt to America, 1 ’d he miserable. 
I’d never be able to take my mind off it. I’d feel I’d run away 
from a challenge. It's different for you—and I’m not blaming 
you for going—' 

‘Thanks very much. Bloody good of you, lad!’ 

‘ But I’m a young man—and 1 live here—and I feel I ought 
to take my chance, as so many others are doing,’ I ended lamely, 
partly because my decision, which w'as now fixed and firm, 
wasn’t entirely conscious and rational, but also because I felt 
I couldn’t tell him that tliis life with him now seem'd stale and 
sterile. I wasn’t joining the army to get away from the variety 
stage—it wasn’t as simple as that—but this wasn’t my life as 
it was his, and I had begun to feel that any nourishment it 
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might have offered me once, in spite of that very night's 
performance, had withered away. 

‘Now I'll talk,’ said Uncle Nick, a triumphant gleam in his 
eye. ‘And I know Avhat I’m talking about. What you really 
believe, even if you don't say so, is what all these other silly 
buggers believe—that it’s going to be a kind of picnic, a few 
months of marching and cheering and flag-waving, then Ger- 
many’ll be done for and you’ll be all back home, heroes with 
medals to show.’ 

‘No, 1 don't think—’ 

‘Just listen to me,’ he shouted. ‘And g( t this into yoiir he.id, 
lad. I’m not like all the.se people. I've been to Ciermany. I've 
plaved Beilin, Hamburg, Kluuich, I’lankfort—and J’ve kept 
i.A’ eyes and ears ojjen. I know the German.s. I’lu-y’vc built 
up a niilitary mai hine that’ll make you lot look like .so many 
tin .soldiers. Tluy may take Paris- I don’t know—but what I 
do know is that they’re going to take a hell ol a lot of b< ating. 
.(Ml over in a few tnondis! They’re all talking like school kids 
This war isn’t going to last months, it’s going to last years and 
years—and every year it'll get worse. You’re asking to be put 
into a bloody mincing nia< hine, lad Yon say you’ll leel mi.ser- 
.d)le in America. Well, 1 say it's nothing to the misery um’ie 
going to feel in a yeat ’s time oi the Ne.ii alur lh.it, il you Hv« 
that long. That old Indian was right. We’ie in foi die biggest 
bloody massacre ol all time. And you can’t even wait lor them 
to fetch you.’ He was silent a moment, then t hanged his tone. 
‘I haven't treated you badly so far, have I, lad? And I’d like 
to have you with me over there. Now tome on, Richard, have 
a bit of sense.’ 

It was much harder to resist 'his tone than the otluT, but 
my mind wa.s made up. ‘Tm soi.y, unde, but 

‘ Oh—go to buggery:' he shouted, jumjring u|»and stridirrg out. 

He told me in the morning th.at I had only to say the word 
and I could sail with him to New York. I told him that I 
wished I could but I was dt In mined to enlist. He said that il I 
changed my mind I could telej>h''ne Joe Bosenby. He was 
driving up to London and I help«‘d him with his baggage. 
^Vhen all the stuff was in, we stood near the car looking at each 
other in silence for a lew moments. The street was very quiet; 
it was a warm and sleepy Sunday morning. W c shook hands and 
then I watched him drive away. 

I never set eyes on him again. 
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14 


This is an account of my life on the variety stage, which came 
to an end on Saturday, 29 th August, 1914 . So I may seem to be 
cheating if I go on to say that I joined the army—the West 
Yorks, as I happened to be in Leeds—on Monday the 31 st. 
But I have to pass through two months of army life to arrive 
at the point, sharp and decisive and glittering with magic 
that seems to me—and I don’t care if nobody agrees with me— 
to maik the real end of my story. 

We slept for a week in a disused skating rink, along with 
various old tramps slipping in late, looking for a free doss, so 
that after a few nights there were lire about. This was my first 
but by no means my last acquaintance with the louse, whose 
pasture we were in the trenches. Then we were moved to an 
enormous camp in Surrey, where twelve of us shared each bell 
tent. (Out of our twelve, only three of us still survived, two 
years later.) This tent life wasn’t too bad during the warm and 
dry September, but when we were into the second half of 
October, and it rained and it rained, we led a miserable 
existence. We were dressed in makeshift uniforms of blue serge 
or something similar, and wore forage caps that began to shed 
their blue dye as soon as they were ^\et. We looked—and 
almost felt—like convicts. I'hey drilled us and yelled at us 
from early morning until dusk, after which we limped to the 
canteen and argued noisily about nothing and stupefied our¬ 
selves with pint after pint of beer. I had braced myself for 
heroism; I was ready, 1 felt, to face shot and shell and possible 
cavalry charges; what I hadn’t bargained for was this convict- 
uniform, beer and backache existence under dripping canvas 
in Surrey. By the end of October I was looking back on my 
life with Uncle Nick, who had vanished without another word, 
as if it had been a series of splendid but now tantalising dreams. 
By this time, just to take shelter in one of those Empires, to sit 
in a plush stall and smoke a pipe, would be to reach a peak of 
luxurious idle living. 

One of the few solid buildings among our acres of canvas 
was a large Recreation Hall, where we occasionally watched 
films or tried to enjoy various entertainments that 1 wouldn’t 

296 



have been found dead at, a few months before. But then it 
w'as Euinounced that on the evening of Sunday, 25 th October, 
vve were to be given a special treat, some West End performers 
coming down to entertain us. The older men, many of them 
former regulars, still preferred arguments, anecdotes and beer, 
but the rest of us, after queuing up in the rain, charged in to 
fill the benches behind the rows of chairs occupied by the 
officers. And before the performance began, there must have 
been two or three hundred men packed into the standing room 
at the back. I thought I was lucky, having a seat, though as it 
turned out, I wasn’t. There was a stage of sorts, with a curtain, 
and even an attempt at an orchcstia-piano, two fiddles, a 
double bass, a saxophone, a tiumjat, and drums. They weic a 
'cratch lot but they began making musu that sounded wonder¬ 
ful, coming out of a lost gaictv, .liter the bugh* c.ills among the 
chipping Units and the mud. I thought it was tliK musu, taking 
me back to our Empires, that w.is responsible l(>r the excite¬ 
ment churning and foaming in me and also thought, with a 
touch of self-contempt, how little it took now to make me fc<‘l 
almost light-headed -but .iftcrwatds I lealised that this was 
all wiotig, that on this as on othci inifiortant occasions what 
was to happen could throw not only its shadows Imt also its 
lieht in advance of itself. 

Our sccond-in-command -‘1 he Majah’ we i died him - 
oldish and an ex-regular oflicer but willowy and .istoimdmgly 
elegant iu our peasants’ eyes came in hoiit of the ciutain to 
tell us how fortunate we were and how \eiy kind the talented 
West End performeis we ■ and how we wen all about to enjoy 
a jolly good show. Hu ofiueis clapped, we on the benches 
stamped our feet, and the packc"! mob at the back whistled. 
It’s not easy to suggest a miAtuie >f enthuMusm scejith ism and 
deiision in wliistlcs, but those ch.ips managed it. 'Ilie major 
looked as if he w as about to say some thing c Ise - he often looke d 
a.s if he was about to say sorm thing else*, and probably 
always would—and then sauntcied ofi. 1 he band, now con¬ 
ducted by a young man who seemed to think lie was at the 
Queen’s Hidl with the I.ondon So.iphony, staitcd up again. 
And if that young man was excited, I was much worse, with 
even less reason for it tiian he had. 

Well, there w^as a baiitone and ‘Drake’s Drum’; there was a 
soprano, who might ha\e been Iris Hampton’^ sister, and the 
^Valt2 Song fi'om Tom Joney, there was a comedian with a 
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comedienne and one of those energetic-miming duets from a 
musical comedy; there was another comedian, on his own, all 
guffaws, patter and sweat; there was an American woman, the 
ragtime star of a revue, with an enormous mouth, a hoarse 
voice, and snapping fingers; and then there was an old-young 
man with wavy hair singing a catchy duct with an exceedingly 
pretty, rather short, fair girl. But she wasn’t any pretty, rather 
short, fair girl. She w£is Nancy Ellis. And as soon as they had 
taken their call, I was trying to find, to push, to fight, my way 
out. It wasn’t that I coolly made up my mind to see her, to 
speak to her. It was just a huge blind impulse that made me 
push and shove and fight to reach her. That she mightn’t want 
to see me never occurred to me. I was far beyond any reasonable 
considerations, and if I hadn’t been I’d n<'\er have got to her. 

It was bad enough getting out of the building, but it was 
far worse trving to get in agiiin, this time through the bark 
entrance, serving as a stage door. It was raining hard now, and 
I w.is soon soaked and knew that my face must be stieaked 
with th;it damnable blue dye. I'hcrc were two military police 
round at the back there, two well-wrapped-up detestable 
‘ledtaps’, and as soon as they saw me they told nn' to pudi 
olf. But there were some cars there too, probahl>^waiting to 
take the performers back to the West End, which now, in mv 
miserable condition, I saw as something unimaginably lith, 
luxurious, magnificent; and 1 used these cais to doclire out ol 
sight of the police and then to watch the lighted {'pem doorw a\, 
to see if I might have a chance of nipping in there. Time passed; 
the rain never stopped; but at last the tw'o police moved awas, 
probably to have a smoke where they wouldn't be seen. I’his 
was my chance, and 1 leapt at it, racing across to the open 
door. It led to a short corridctr, which turned a corner at the 
end. Nobody was about but I thought I could lu'ar voices 
coming from round the corner, so I ventured a quick peep and 
saw a good many people bustling about or loitering backstage, 
among them several officers. I went back to the exit, and then, 
noticing that the door opened inward, I got behind it. This 
corridor must have been recently added to the main brick 
building; it was made of the same kind of wood they were 
using for the big army huts that w’ere just going up; and beliind 
the door there w'as such a smell of wet sawdust and creosote 
that I kept wanting to sneeze. Rain was driving in or leaking 
through several knotholes. I w’as already soaked through; 
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I could feel cold rivulets down my back; I began soon to be 
threatened by cramp. But I could see without being seen, and 
I knew tliat \ant^ would ha\c to come out this way. 

Sometimes with tlu two niihtaiy polutmen within a few 
feet of me, I was bihind that door foi the longest hour thcie 
can e\ cr ha\ c been. And 1 doubt if lu the fift\ c ai s since the n, 
I have ever entered a newlv-built hut oi been ncai some kinds 
of freshly-sawn wood without suddtnh lecalling, with that 
sharpness w hich sme 11s bring, that long long hour behind tlu door. 

Then, bt cause the entcrtiiiiment w \s oxer, exei>thing 
happened .dinost .it once. Oflicus came in horn outsule, 
lioping to iiKct thf gills, ofliceis emu loiind the (Oincr, 
(sioiting the peifoinuis, inv coiiidoi was suikltuh iilUd xcith 
^''odits, smoke and h ihbh I x* is 1( cling desju latc now \ incx% 
easily liiddcn, might c<inu and go without (atilnne (xtn 
a glimpsi of her. I luaxed, pushed, shoxed inxsdl i to the 
could or. 

‘What the dcxil ue xou doing, min’* 

‘Sorrx. sir,’ T luv.ttcrcd to tlu hcuUnant. ‘Uigent nussigc 
lor C iptim Sloiiim ’ 1 pushed pist two oi (hue of them, ind 
tlu 11 in liont a x\ ly n i ili lud lot (lu i iglitne tjiudi, a big 
xsoniin, iiid our \I i) dn , ind x\lun this impiissivi pan 
pissed bx, thex left bt hiiul them .i sjiue into whuh 1 daittd 
Iwo e .iplains (anu loni d tlu eotiui iiu' betwnn them, Ufit 
smiling, looki g smous, ilmost sid, w is Nine) 

\[x lu lit x\en( UK kiting ne^ Ik (ou 1 kiu w whit i Ise w is 
lii])})imng I hiaid nixsiK eixmgout (I'lur. ISaiu) Naru^’’ 
"Now look hi ti o o'tiu 1 'j)t ii'is ])( v in 
‘Oh be qiiut ’ ’N uux h tel stoppiel to si lu it nu , tlu bhn- 
d>td sodden eoiixii t 

‘Nanex, it’s me Diek Ihtiu istli ’ 

‘Dick Diek - ’ \iid ‘lu 1 in it nu and tlun she w is kis nig 
nu and trxing <o 1 iiigli indeix t tlu siiiu (iiiu. 

‘Ktioxv 1 nil othi 1 olixiousK,’ Slid on' < ipt ti i 
‘Chuti, b it 1 1 111 shouldn ( be li n i el tlu otlu i. 

‘Oh elo shut up,’ siiil ’Nan v i lu n slu looki d at me, 
reads to liugh and ciy again Oh —D.ck -elarlirig you 
look so aw fill— ’ 

‘I knoxs I do.’ And thin- ind fo lull with the eaptaim — 
‘I love xou.’ 

‘I love you too.' \nd slu said it is if she ii cant U for ever. 
And she did and so did 1. 
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EPILOGUE 
by J.B.P. 

In spite of my protests, Hcrncastlc had refused to add any¬ 
thing to round oil' his story—he could be very obsliiiate- 
but he did agree that we should meet one afternoon fur a final 
discussion. This was easy because 1 was in London and he and 
liis wife were staying with their daughter and granddaught<'r 
up in Hampstead. This daughter Anne, Mrs Trvford, was a 
uidow; she had been a ci\ il servant l(>r many years, and was 
now an assistant secretary at the Board ol' t rade. This is all 
I know about her because in fact we nev<‘r met. Her daughter, 
Meg Tryford, was a teenage art student, and, as 1 knew tx'ti.re 
I went to Hampstead, was Herncastle’s darling. His arthritis 
was better than it had been wlien we met in Askiigg, and he 
was able without much trouble to let me in and show me 
upstairs to a first-floor sitting-room. It had a fine bow win¬ 
dow, three rows of white bookshelvts running round the 
walls, several coloured lithographs by \aiillard and Bonnard, 
which Hcrncastlc told me he had bought in Paris, befbte 
the w'ar, for about twen*y-five .shillings each (they’re a.sking 
about seventy-five pounds lor them t'ow), and three of his 
own watercolours, which I .idmircd before we sat down to 
talk. 

‘ My wale and Meg are out .shopping somewhei i-,' he told me. 
‘But they said they’d be back oy teatime. I have to keep 
reminding myself that you’ve never vet set eves on Nancy. 

‘No, and that’s the first point I want to make,’ I said firmly. 
‘Because you refuse to add anything, the reader will be left 
up in the air, wondering why this girl who never answered 
your letters threw herscll into your arms - ’ 

‘I know', I know. But—look— s?t'*’ll be back .soon, so why 
don’t we w-ait to argue about that.^ .Next point.’ 

‘It’s about what happened to people, Richard I stopped 
because he laughed. ‘What’s the matter?’ 
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‘ Sorry, J.B., but the way you said that, calling me Richard 
too, you reminded me of Uncle Nick.’ 

‘And he’s very much one of the people we want to know 
about. You sec, here and there—^with Ricarlo, for example— 
you jump out of that past to tell us what happened to them. 
But with most of your people, you don’t; you leave us wonder¬ 
ing. About I hide Nick, for instance.’ 

‘Yes. Yes, yes. Quite so.’ Herncastle was lighting his pipe. 
‘And we might as well have him out of the uay bcloie Nancy 
gets back. She never liked him. Clouldn’t stand him at any 
price. Though she’s had to admit we owe him something. 
What he finally did made a great diiference to me.' He puffed 
away, ruminating, and I didn’t hurry him. We old bufft rs .ind 
puffers know how to lake our time. 

‘Well then, l^ncle Nick. He ^^as of course disgusted with 
me. And not just because I v\as enlisting. I think he'd re.ally 
looked foivN.ircl to h.xving me with him in Ameiica. So he 
<lulu’t wiite often, arid of course in the war he never knew 
svhere I was, so he’d write to me care of my' .A-unt Mary—his 
sister. H<‘ stayed ovrt there, nexer t.ime ba< k, not even lor a 
visit. But in i()i7 he left the stage and went into business, with 
an American friend, at D.iyton, Oliio. They manuf.ieturcd 
some little sitrhtiug dexice for machine-gun'' in atropl.ines. He 
got a divorcr from his wile here and then he inarrii d his p.irl- 
ner’s cousin -a widow, cpiite xxell oil, I beliexe. He died quite 
suddenly -heart attaik in Kijb. By' that time he was a 
dollar millionaire. He left mo twenty-five thous.md dollars, 
xxhich is w'hy' 1 said N.xncy'd had to admit w'c owed him some¬ 
thing. With that money, enough to live on for some years, 1 
was able to stop teaching ait and produce some of my own. 
It made all the differ<Mue to us. His xxidow paid us a \isit 
when she was touring hurope, but she didn't think much of us 
- .md we weren't mad about her. 1 saw an American illusionist 
at the Palladium who did the Box trick, 'Jhe Rtial MagiaanSy 
'The Vanishing C\cltst and my Magic Painting —he must have 
bought them from Unde Nick—but he was nothing like as 
impiossixe, at least to me he wasn’t. Apart from Da.id Devant, 
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Uncle Nick was just about as good as anybody there was. But 
he wasn’t a happy man, never could be. He got nothing from 
Woman, nothing from Art, nothing where a man’s experience 
can be richest, most satisfying. In a sense you might s.%y 1 learnt 
a lot in reverse from him.’ He pulFed away, without a word, lor 
some moments. ‘Uncle Nick—\os. I may has c givi'ii an impres¬ 
sion towards the end that we liked each other a lot less than s\c 
actually did. There was some real allettion thete on both sides.’ 

I waited, but when it was obvious he didn’t want to say 
anvthing fisc, I said: "By the wav, th(i(‘’s .something I foigol 
to t(ll you eailier, Riihaid. In the eaihei lojos, I olten spent 
a winter afternoon, betwein spells of h.ud woik, at the 
( oliseum. And I remember quite deailv stcing yoni Iriends, 
the Amciican fomits, J<*nnings and Johnson, at the Cohsuun. 
'1 hey w'( re very funny.’ 

‘I saw them too when they wfre ovei that time. And I 
went behind to have a drink with them. But 1 don’t think they 
(V (I (anie bae k again, and I ’v i no ieU a w hat happem d to them. 
\ou know, J.B., the tiouble with tin-, kind of t.ilk all about 
what happtued to people -is th.it at oin aee it (.in tutu veiy 
md.incholv. You’ll be asking m\t about Julie Bl.uie. And she’s 
one to get lid of bdoie Naiuv joins us. Nhuicy isn t iiaiiow- 
mincUd but she thinks what I wiote about Julie is downri^fit 
fhsifuslmQ. 1 don’t agne. I had to eive an honest account of 
what happened .'iiid what I thought and felt at the tiint. 
.\nvliow, till te isn’t rnuf h to bi said about )ulie. She came bat k 
fioin South .\fiict, aft<i a touph of )eais oi so, got one or two 
good paits m the West Lnd, a id then she died in the ’flu 
epidemic in iqi8. I wouldn’t have known il Nan y hadn’t 
sent me a little newspapei cutting about it. She hadn’t mudi 
luck, poor Julit.’ 

‘Xo—and Tommy Bi .iinish didn't have much lurk, Rich.-wd. 
I remember him vciy well before the lust War, and I agiee 
with )ou-he was a wondeiful cooiie. ’Ihen I forgot about him 
until I saw a paragraph in the Manchester Ouardian. That was 
some time in the later 1920s, and he’d just died. I got the 
impression he’d been some years in a mental home.’ 
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‘He had—^poor devil!’ said Herncastlc. ‘He must have been 
about to crack up that spring in 1914, though he did some 
touring during the war—off and on.’ 

‘And what about Cissie Mapes?* 

‘I saw her again—just once. It was in 1916. I’d come home 
on leave and I wasn’t meeting Nancy until the next day: 
She was working in a hospital then, down in Hampshire, and 
she usually managed to get a bit of leave when I had mine. So 
I was on my own this first night and I decided to go to the 
second house at the Victoria Palace. I was early so I went for a 
drink to one of the big flashy pubs round there, full of tarts and 
chaps looking for them. Well, I was standing at the bar and 
there, further along, was Clissie with another woman. And 
they’d enough slapdash make-up on to stop a horse. So this 
was it. Hadn’t Inspector Clrahb told me that Cissie would be on 
the streets not so long after she’d h'ft us.-* Then she saw me— 
stand—then recognised me and came Imrrying round before I 
could make a move. And Crabb had been WTong and I’d just 
been wrong. She was iti a munitions f.ictorv. somewhere in 
north-cast London- -woiking very hard and earning good 
money—and she was going to mairy a .scigeant in the Machine- 
gun Corps next time he got leave -and slie and Iier friend w'erc 
having a night out. So of course I joined them and told Cissie 
my new'S—she was delighted about Nancy—and vve talked 
about Ldele Nick. She gave me In i address but 1 lost it, to¬ 
gether with a lot of sluir, next lime 1 was up in the line. And 
I never saw Iwr or heard anytliing about hei again. 1 can only 
liope slie married her sergeant and he sursived.' 

‘Well, as another old infantr>maii, Rirhard, my experience 
was that the Machine-gun Coips often survived w'hen w'c 
didn’t. By the way, 1 don't think 1 told you, when we were 
eoncs]>ontUtig, that 1 well remember Lily Farris as a boring 
star turn. But that wxis before the First War. Indeed, I’d for¬ 
gotten her until vnu svrote about her.’ 

‘All I know alx'ut her is that towards the end of the First 
^Var, McTgen died—he was never interned—and then she 
w'cnt out to Australia and never came back. But wLat she did 
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out there, I don’t know. And I must say, I don’t care. Of 
course she must be dead now.’ 

‘I’ll bet everybody’s dead.’ The speaker had arrived before 
we had noticed her. Herncastlc hastily introduced us. I felt at 
once that this brisk httlc elderly woman, white-haired and 
lined but lively-eyed and quick and decisive in her movements, 
could easily be the Nancy he had described, alter fifty years of 
satisfying experience. 

‘You’re having one of those miserable What-bccame-of 
conversations, aren't you.^ Well, I won't stop you—not yet. 
I’ll make tea.’ 

‘Where’s Meg?’ said Herncastlc. 

‘I left her at the corner shop, taking a free look at some art 
books. She’ll be back soon, though she won't want anv tea. 
Doesn’t like it. Ihey don’t like any tiring we’ve always liked, 
these girls. Just to show their independence.’ And out she went. 

‘There was somebody else,’ 1 began slowly. ‘Oh—yes, thr* 
Tingleys. You wrote that >ou and Doris and, I think, your 
uncle were all wrong about Aitliie 'Iingley, then left it at 
that. What happened.*” 

‘He was light and we were all wrong. Once he got into 
films—distributing, not producing them —there was no stop¬ 
ping him. He’d something vaguely wrong with liim, so he was 
never called up, and as films became moic and more popular, 
he shot up with them, ’’lowaivls the end of my time at the Slade 
— 1 got an cx-ofliccis’ giant to go then -about icj?2 it must 
have been, I lan into them and then they took me to the Savoy 
in a whacking great Rolls. He made a fortune, Archie did. 
But I never could help feeling that Doris would Lave been 
happier if he hadn’t Thcy’ie sull alive-in their eighties, 
living in Bermuda. And they’ve got scv<‘tal pictures of mine 
out there that I'd like to take another look at—and they’ve 
asked us to stay, but wc can't afloid the fares and I’m not 
going to let Aichie pay them. So thiie it is.’ 

‘And here this is,’ said his wife, corning in behind a tea 
trolley. And we talked about anything and nothing, as people 
usually do, while plates and cups were being passed. But when 
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we had settled down, Herncastle looked at me, with a grin 
somewhere behind his moustache and beard. ‘Now, J.B., just 
tell Nancy what you said to me when we first began talking—1 
mean, about the reader being left up in the air—you re¬ 
member? ’ 

‘ 1 told your husband that because he refuses to add anything 
to that final srene, at the camp, the reader will be left in the air, 
wondering why you, who never answered his letters, im¬ 
mediately threw yourself into his arms.’ 

‘When 1 heard him calling my name—and I saw him 
standing there, in that awful uniform, I knew—in a flash—I 
loved him.’ 

‘Yes, I can understand that. And I realise you were attracted 
to him from the first, perhaps half in love with him—’ 

‘ More than half.’ 

‘Yes. But what I Ciin’t understand is why you nc\er wrote to 
him.’ 

‘As a matter ofiacf, I did, as soon as the war began. But it 
miscarried somehow. I’hat was always happi-ning wlu'ii you 
were on the stage. 1 didn’t W'riie eailier becau.se, in those days, 
1 was a bit too proud, a bit too hard. 1 felt I was falling for him 
too soon and too easily, lie w’;is very attiactive--you wouldn’t 
think so to look at him now, would you?—No, be quiet, Dick - 
and I could sec all the other women were interested in him. Well, 
then we had that silly little quarrel, when I was le.iving to go 
into pantomime, but 1 was longing and longing for him to 
come to Plymouth and make it up. But then his precious Julie 
Blane told me they were having an affair, and I thounht. Oh 
well, he’s just another of lliat sort. 'Phen he wrote, and I began 
to wonder. But I wouldn’t let myself write back, though I 
spent hours m.iking up letters I never wiote. Then I decided 
I'd just wail. If he w.is really sciious, he’d keep on writing. If 
he wasn’t, then he wouldn’t. I was testing him. Yes, I know 
what you’re going to say—’ 

‘Well, I don’t,' I said hastily. 

‘ It was the look in your eye. Yes, for a girl of eighteen, more 
than half in love with a boy, I was being very severe. But as 
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I’ve already said, I was a bit too proud, a bit too hard. I’d 
spent too much time among people who were just the opposite. 
Sloppy people with no pride in themselves. N.iughty spotty 
gills and jolly old pals. Half-plastcied sentimentalists. Soakers 
and spongers. I don't say Susie and Bob weic as bad as thiit — 
you remember them in Dick's biHtk.'* ’ 

’Yes. What became of them?’ 

‘I'll tell you. But don't let us stait that again. Hob joined up 
but just sat in a fort up in Scotland. 'Ihey cat tied on altet the 
war--conceit patties, pantos, ne\cr n-allv getLug anvwhcTC - 
sc' then, about 1930, they thiicked it, and ran an hotel in South 
Devon. All right, Dkk, don’t inteiiupl, 1 knorc it was awhil. 
Bob died during the Second War-and Susie about ten \eais 
ago. She never really forgave me for leaving the stage', which 
I did at the end of r<)i}. -in a big success too. Slu'’d all the 
ambitiem and I’d what little talent the lanuly had. 1 could 
alwavs do what they wantc'd me to do, and do it well, but 1 
hated doing it. I never wanted to b(' on the stage. And in a 
way —' She lu'sitatc'd, then looked at lui husband. ‘I've nevei 
toll! you this, Dick, but now that I.B. is hci" and ^oii'ic talking 
about the book, I’ll say it.' 

‘If he can take it, 1 tan, ni) love,’ said Ib'imastlc. 

‘.'\11 light then. In a wav,’ she said to nic, scowling as lie in- 
easllc hacl desciibc-d her doing, lillv y<ais bcloie, ‘1 mav have 
bec'n a bad inllucncc on this book of Iiu 

'Nonsense!’ 

‘He rpnet, Dick. You see, we h idn’t talked .ibout oui stage 
life foi ^eus -hadn’t thcnmlit about it altei all, it s ages ago 
and it didn't last long. Hut tin nofcouise Dn k began lenu min i- 
ing, and beg.in talking it ovci with me. And hc'cause I’d leally 
hated it, I think that, without nn anmg to, 1 may have 111- 
llueiiced him to daikc-u lus jiic tine ol it. You know, evelybody 
thinks of the; old music hall‘< being so gay anil je^lly, hearts of 
gold cvciywbcie, all what-i-c-it -go to and wondeiful talent, 
audiences laughing and erving theii heads olf- c'vcn Meg 
bclic'ves all that—and the last tiin<‘ I re<id what l^itk had 
written, I could see he hadii t rnad<‘ it like that at all, and that 
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may have been partly my doing, and people don’t like having 
their illusions disturbed—’ She stopped to take a long breath. 

‘ I put down as best I could exactly what I saw and thought 
and felt,’ said Heincastle carefully to both of us. ‘My belief 
is that by 1013, when it was orgemised like big business, the 
variety stage w<is already well on the decline. It wasn’t any 
longer a kind of explosion of popular talent. That was already 
going into films. Like Chaplin and Stan Laurel and the rest 
of ’em. Even so, I wish you could have seen Nancy here as I 
first saw her.’ 

‘Ch —don’t start that, Dick—’ 

‘Just a minute.’ He held up his hand. We could hear from 
above the thumping of an implacable rhythm. ‘That’s Meg 
playing her gr.imophone. Let’s take a quiet peep at her. It 
might give > on some idea.’ 

‘He means she’s vtiy like me as I was then. It’s queer how 
resemblances jump a generation. Anne, her mother, isn’t a bit 
like me, but I can see that Meg is.’ 

Very slowly and stealthily we clinibed to the flocr above. 
Some idiot pop tune came battering and booming at us. The 
door was half open. We crept nearer and neaicr to it, and 
th( n took by turns our ejuiet peep. 1 saw a teenage girl dressed 
in a black sweater and blc<ichcd jeans, capeiing happily 
in iioni of the gramophone. She was fair, with shoit ciisp 
culls, smallish with a rather squaie face but uncommonh 
.itliactive. She never heard us. She was capeiing in some othei 
and happier place, another planet perhaps. We crept down- 
st.iiis, feeling a thousand years on our backs. 

‘Yes,’ said Herneastle when we could talk again, ‘that’s 
.Nainv as she was -all over again.’ 

‘Except that the clothes and the music are diflcient,’ said 
Ins \Mle, with something like a sigh. 

I felt I had to say something. ‘The clothes and the music 
aie always ditferent, aren’t they?’ 

No doubt 1 could have been wiser or wittier; but let’s leave 
it at that. 
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